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; \HEY order, ſaid I, this matter better 
I © in France — 

| Dc) have been in France V fag my. gerle- 
*e tivity quiek upon me with'the moſt civil 
triumph in the world Strange ! quoth I, debat- 
ing the matter with myſelf, That one and twenty 
miles failing, for it is abſolutely no further from 
Dover to Calais, ſhould give a man theſe rights 
PIl look into them: So giving up the argu- 
ment—I went ſtraight to my lodgings, put up 
halt a dozen ſhirts and a black pair of filk breech- 
es—“ the coat I have on, ſaid I, looking at the 
& ſleeve, will do”—took a place in the Dover 
ſtage ; and the packet failing at nine the next 
morning by three | had got ſat down to my 
dinner upon a fricaſſee'd chicken fo inconteſtably 
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in France, that had I died that night of indigeſti- 
on, the whole world could not Have "ſuſpended 
the effeAs of the. Droits de qubaine my ſhirts, 
and black pair of ſilk breeches—portmanteau 
and all — have gone to the King of France 
even the little picture Which I have ſo long 
worn, and ſo often have I told thee, Eliza, I 
would carry with me into my grave; would have 
been torn from my neck. Ungenerous to 
ſeize upon the wreck of an unwary paſſenger, 
whom your ſubjects had beckon'd to their coaſt 
— by heaven! SIRE, it is not well done; and 

uch does it grieve me, ?tis the monarch of the 
People ſo civilized and courteous, and ſo renown- 
ed for ſentiment and fine feelings, that I have to 
reaſon with— - py 

But I have ſcarce ſet a foot in your domini- 
 ONs&— 


„All the effects of ſtrangers (Swiſs and Scotch 
excepted) dying in France, are, ſeized by yirtue of 
this law, tho' the heir be upon the ſpot the 


profit of theſe contingencies being farm'd, there is no 
redreſs. 3 SL; 5 
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HEN TI had finiſhed my dinner, and drank 

the King of France's health, to ſatisfy 
my mind that I bose him no {pleen, but, on the 
contrary, high honour tor the humanity of his 
temper I roſe up an inch taller for the accom- 
modation, 

— No—faid I-the Burbon is by no means a 
cruel race: They may be miſled like other peo- 

le; but there 1s a mildneſs in their blood. As 
1 this, | felt a ſuſſuſion of a finer 
kind upon my cheek - more warm and friendly 
to man, than what Burgandy (at leaſt of two li- 
vres a boitle, which was ſuch as I had been drink- 
ing) could have produced. 

— Juſt God! faid I, kicking my portmanteau 
aſide, what is there in this world's goods which 
ſhould ſharpen cur ſpirits, and make ſo many 
kind-hearted brethren of us, fall out ſo cruelly as 
we do by the way ? Ter 

When a manis at peace with man, how much 
lighter than a feather is the heavieſt of metals in 
bis hand! he pulls out his purſe, and holding it 
airily and uncompreſſed, looks round him, as if 
he ſought for an object to ſhare it witk—In doing 
this, I felt every veſſel in my frame dilate—the 
arteries beat all chearily together, and every pow- 
er which ſuſtained life, performed it with ſo little 
friction, that it would have confounded the moſt 
Phyfical precieuſe in France: With all her mate- 


rialiſm, ſhe could ſcarce have called me a ma- 
Ching—— 
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I'm confident, ſaid I to myſelf, I ſhould have 
overſet her creed. 

The acceſſion of that idea, carried nature, at 
that time, as high as ſhe could go ] was at 
peace with the world before, and this finiſhed the 
treaty with myſelf——— 

No, was Ja King of France, ie 1.— 
what a moment for an orphan to have begged lite 
father's portmanteau of me 


- 
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THE MONK. 


CALAIS. 


HAD ſcarce uttered the words, when a poor 
| monk of the order of St. Francis came into 
the room to beg ſomething for his convent, No 
man cares to have his virtues the ſport of contin- 
gencies or one man may be generous, as another 
man is puiſſant—/ed non, quo ad hunc—or be it as 
it may — for there is no regular reaſoning upon 
the ebbs and flows of our humours; they may 
depend upon the ſame cauſes, for aught I know, 
which * the tides themſelves *twould' 
oft be no diſcredit to us, to ſuppoſe it was ſo: 
Pm ſure at leaſt for myſelf, that in many a caſe I 
ſhould be more highly ſatisfied, to have it ſaid 
by the world, ** I had had an affair with the 
moon, in which there was neither fin or ſhame,” 
than have it paſs altogether as my own act and 
deed, wherein there was ſo much of both. 

But be this as it may, the moment I caſt my 
eycs upon him, I was pre-determined not to give 
lim a ſingle ſous, and accordingly I put my purſe 
into my pocket—button'd it up—ſet myſelf a lit- 
tle more upon my centre, and advanced vp grave- 
ly to him: There was ſomething, I fear, forbid- 
ding in my look: I have his figure this moment 
before my eyes, and think there was that in it 
which deſerved better. 

The monk, as I judged from the break in his 
tonſure, a few ſcattered white hairs upon his 
temples, being all that remained of it, might be 

A 4 about 
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about ſeventy but from his eyes, and that 

fort of fire which was in them, which ſeemed 

more tempered by courteſy than years, could be 

no more than ſixty Fruth might lie between 

He was certainly ſixty-five; and the gene- 
ral air of his countenance, notwithſtanding ſome- 
thing ſeemed to have been planting wrinkles in it 
before their time, agreed to the account, 

It was one of thoſe heads, which Guido has 
oſten painted—mild, pale—penetratirg, free from 
all common place ideas of fat, contented 1gno- 
rance looking downward: upon the earth it 

. Foked forwards; but looked, as if it looked at 
ſomething beyond this world. How one of his 
order came by it, heaven above, who let it fall 
upon a monk's ſhoulders, beſt knows; but it 
would have ſuited a Bramin, and had I met it 
upon the plains of Indoſtan, I had reverenced it. 
The beſt of his outline may be given in a few 
ſtrokes ; one might put it into tlie hands of any 
one to deſign, for *twas neither elegant or other- 
wiſe, but as character ard expreſſion made it ſo: 
It was a thin, ſpare form, ſomething above the : 
common ſize, if it loſt not the deſtinction by a ; 
bend forwards in the figure but it was the atti- 1 
tude of intreaty; and as it now ſtar ds preſent to | 
my imagination, it gained more than it loſt by 
It. "y . 

When be had entered the room three paces, he 

food ſtill; ard laying his left hand upon his breaſt, 

fa ſlender white ſtaff with which he journied be- 

ing in his right) when had got cloſe up to him, 

he introduced himſelf with the |:ttle ſtory of the 

warits of his convent, hd the poverty of his or- 

der — ard did it with fo ſimple a grace——- 

and ſuch an air of deprecation was there in the 
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whole caſt of his looks and figure—I was bewitch- 
ed not to have been ſtruck with it, 

—HA better reaſon wa*, I had pre-determined 
not to give bim a ſingle ſous, 
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THE MONK. 


CALAIS. 


— I'S very true, ſaid I, replying to a caſt 

upwards with his eyes, with which he 
kad concluded his addreſs "tis very true—and 
heaven be their reſource who have no other but 
the charity of the world, the ſtock of which, I 
fear, is no way ſufficient for the many great 
claims which are hovrly made upon it. 

As I pronounced the words great claims, he 
gave a flight glance with his eyes downwards 
upon the ſleeve of his tunic--I felt the full force 
of the appeal I acknowledged it, ſaid ! a 
coarſe habit, and that but once in three years, 
with megre diet—are no great matters: And the 


.true point of pity is, as they can be earned in the 


world with ſo little induſtry, that your order 
ſhould wiſh to procure them by preſſing upon a 
fund which is the property of the lame, the blind, 
the aged, and the infirm—the captive who lies 


down counting over and over again the days of 


his afliQtions, languiſnes alſo for his ſhare of it; 
and had you been of. the order of mercy, inſtead 
of the order of St. Francis, poor as I am, conti- 
nued I, pointing at my portmanteau, full chear- 
fully ſhould it have been opened to you for the 
ranſom of the unfortunate The monk made 
me a low bow but of all others, reſumed 
I, the unfortunate of our own country, ſurely, 
have the firſt rights; and I have left thouſands 


in diſtreſs upon our own ſhore The monk 
gave 
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gave a cordial wave with his head as much as 
to ſay, No doubt, there is miſery enough in eve- 
ry corner of the world, as well as wihin our con- 
vent But we diſtinguiſhed, ſaid J, laying 
my hand upon the ſleeve of his tunic, in return 
for his appeal ve diſtinguiſh, my good 
Father, betwixt thoſe who wiſh only to eat the 
bread of other peoples, and have no other plan in 
life, but to get through it in ſloth and ignorance, 
for the love of Ged. 


The poor Franciſcan made no reply: a hedtic 
of a moment paſſed acroſs his cheek, but could 


not tarry Nature ſeemed to have had done 
with her reſentments in him ; he ſhewed none— 


but letting his ſtaff fall within his arm, he preſſ- 
ed both his hands with reſignation upon his breaſt, 


and retired. 
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THE MONK. 


CALATIS. 


twenty livres for an advocate 


manners as I go along. 
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b 1 Y heart ſmote me the moment he ſhut the 

. door—Pſha ! ſaid I with an air of care- 
leſſneſs, three ſeveral times but it would not do: 
Every ungracious ſyllable I had uttered, crowded 
back into my imagination ; I refleQed, I had no 
right over the poor Franciſcan, but to deny him; 
and that the puniſhment of that was enough to 
the diſappointed without the addition of unkind 
language I conſidered his grey hairs——his 
courteous figure ſeemed to re-enter and gently 
aſked me what injury he had done me ? and why 
I could uſe him thus———1 would have given 
I have behaied 
very ill, ſaid I within myſelf ; but I have only 
juſt ſet out upon my travels, and ſhall learn better 
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THE DESOBLIGEANT. 


CALAIS 


HEN a man is diſcontented with himſelf, 

it has one advantage however, that it 

puts him into an excellent frame of mind for ma- 
king a bargain. Now there being no travelling 
through France and Italy without a chaiſe 
and nature generally prompting us to the thing 
we are fitteſt for, I walked out into the coach- 
yard to buy or hire ſomething of that kind to- 
my pnrpoſe : An old *Deſobligeant in the fur- 
theſt corner of the court, hit my fancy at firft 
ſight, ſo I inſtantly got into it, and finding it in 
tolerable harmony with my feelings, I ordered 
the waiter to call Monſieur Deſſein the maſter of 
the hotel—but Monſieur Deſſein being gone to 
veſpers, and not caring to face the Franciſcan. 
whom I ſaw on the oppoſite ſide of the court, in 
conference with a lady juſt arrived at the inn—I 
drew the taffeta curtain betwixt us, and being 
determined to write my journey, I took out my 


pen and ink, and wrote the preface to it in the 
Deſobligeant. 


* A chaiſe ſo called in France, from its holding 
but one perſon. 
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PREFACE. 


Is TE DESOBLIGEANT. 


T* muſt have been obſerved by many a peripa- 
tetic philoſopher, That nature has ſet up by 
her own unqueſtionable authority certain boun- 
daries and fences to circumſcribe the diſcontent 
of man: She has effected her purpoſe in the 
quieteſt and eaſieſt manner by laying him under 
almoſt inſuperable obligations to work out his 
eaſe, and to ſuſtain his ſufferings at home. It is 
there only that ſhe has provided him with the 
moſt ſuitable objects to partake of his happineſs, 

and bear a part of that burthen which in all coun- 
tries and ages, has ever been too heavy for one 
pair of ſhoulders. *Tis true we are endued with 
an imperfect power of ſpreading our happineſs 
ſometimes beyond her limits, but *tis ſo ordered, 
that from the want of languages, connections, 

and dependencies, and from the difference in edu- 
cation, cuſtoms and habits, we lie under fo ma- 
ny impediments in communicating our ſenſations 
out of our own ſphere, as often amount to a to- 
tal impoſſibility. 

It will always follow. from hence that the ba- 
lance of ſentimental commerce is always againſt 
the expatiated adventurer : he muſt buy what 
he has little occaſion for at their own price 
his converſation will ſeldom be taken in exchange 
for theirs without a large diſcount——and this, 


by 
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by the by, eternally driving him into the hands of 
more equitable brokers for ſuch converſation as 
he can find, it requires no great ſpirit of divina- 
tion to gueſs at his party 

This brings me to my point; and naturally 
leads me (if the ſee-ſaw of this Deſobligeant will 
but let me go on) into the efficient as well as the 
final cauſes of travellin 

Your idle people that leave their native coun- 
try and go abroad, for ſome reaſon or reaſons 
which may be derived from one of theſe general 
cauſe — 

Infirmity of body, 
Imbecility of mind, or 
Inevitable neceſſity. | 

The firſt two include all thoſe who travel by, 
land or by water, labouring with pride, curioſity, 
vanity or ſpleen, ſubdivided and combined in infi- 
nitum. 

The third claſs includes the whole army of pe- 
regrine martyrs; more eſpecially thoſe travellers 
who ſet out upon their travels with the benefit of 
the clergy, either as delinquents travelling under 
the direction of governors recommended by the 
magiſtrate or young gentlemen tranſported 
by the cruelty of parents and guardians, and tra- 
velling under the direction of governors recom- 
mended by Oxford, Aberdeen, and Glaſgow. 

There is a fourth clats, but their number is fo 
ſmall that they would not deferve a diſtinction, 
was it not neceſſary in a work of this nature to 
obſerve the greateſt preciſion and nicety, to a- 
void a confuſion of character. And theſe men I 
ſpeak of, are ſuch as croſs the ſeas and ſojourn in 
a land of ſtrangers with a view of ſaving money 


for various reaſons and upon' various pretences : 
1 But 
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But as they might alſo ſave themſelves and 
others a great deal of unneceſſary trouble by 
ſaving their money at home——and as their 
reaſons for travelling are the leaſt complex of 
any other ſpecies of emigrants, I ſhall diſtinguiſh 
theſe gentlemen by the name of 

Simple Travellers. 

Thus the whole circle of travellers may be 

reduced to the following Heads, 

Idle Travellers, 

Inquiſitive Travellers, 

Lying Travellers, 

Proud Travellers, 

Vain Travellers, 

Splenetic Travellers. 


Then follow the Travellers of Neceſſity. _ 


The delinquent and felonious Traveller, 
The unfortunate and innocent Traveller, 
The ſimple Traveller. 


And laſt of all (if you pleaſe) 


Sentimental Traveller. (meaning thereby my- 
ſelf) who have travelled, and which 1 am now 
ſitting down to give an account—as much out 
of Neceſſity, and the beſoin de Voyager as any 
one in the claſs. pH $9 

I am well aware, at the ſame time, as both 
my travels and obſervations will be of a different 


have inſiſted upon a whole nitch entirely to my- 
ſelt but I ſhould break in upon the confines of 
the Vain Traveller, in wiſhing to draw attention 
towards me, till I have ſome better grounds for it 
than the mere Novelty of my Vehicle, [294 
Tt 


caſt from any of my forerunners that I might 
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It is ſufficient for my reader, if he has been a 
traveller himlelf, that with ſtudy and reflection 
hereupon he may be able to determine his own 
place and rank in the catalogue---it will be one 
ſtep towards knowing himleli;- as it is great 
odds but he retairs ſome tinture and reſem- 
blance, of what he imbibed or carried out, to 
the preſcnt hour. 

he man who firſt tranſplanted the grape of 
Burgundy to the Cape of Good Hope (obſerve 
he was a Dutch-man) never dreamt of drinking 
the ſame wine at the Cape, that the ſame grape 
produced from the French mountains-- he was 
too phlegmatick for that---but undoubtecly he 
expected o drink ſcme ſort of vinous liquor ; 
but whether good, bad, or indifferent---he knew 
enough of this world to know, that it did not 
depend upon his choice, but that which is ge- 
nerally called chance was to decide his ſucceſs :' 
However he hoped forthe beſt; and in theſe hopes, 
by an intemperate confidence in the fortitude of 
his head, and the depth of his diſcretion, Myn- 
heer might poſſibly overſet both in his new vine- 
yard ; and by diſcovering his nakedneſs, become 
a laughing ſtock to the people. 

Even fo it fares with the poor Traveller, 
failing and poſting through the politer king- 
doms of the globe in puriuit of knowledge and 
improvements, 

Knowledge and improvements are to be fot 
by failing ard poſting for that purpoſe ; but 
whether uſeful knowledge and real improve- 
ments, 1s all a lottery---and even where the ad- 
venturer is ſucceſsful, the acquired ſtock muſt 
be uſed with caution and ſobriety to turn to any 
profit---but as the chances run prodigiouſly * 

Other 
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other way both as to the acquiſition and appli- 
cation, I am of opinion, That a man would a 
as wiſely, if he could prevail upon himſelf, to 
live contented without foreign knowledge or fo- 
reign improvements, eſpecially if he lives in a 
country that has no abſolute want of either--- 
and indeed, much grief of heart has it oft and 
many a time coſt me, when I have obſerved how 
many a foul ſtep the inquiſitive Traveller has 
meaſured to ſee |-hts and look into diſcovenies ; 
all which, as Sancho Panco ſaid to Don Quixote, 
they might have ſeen dry-ſhod at home. It is 
an age ſo full of light, that there is ſcarce a 
country or corner of Europe whoſe beams are 
not croſſed and interchanged with others--- 
Knowledge in moſt of its branches, and in moſt 
affairs, is like muſic in an Italian ſtreet, whereof 
thoſe may partake who pay nothing---But there 
is no nation under heaven---and God is my re- 
cord, (before whoſe tribunal I muſt one day 
come and give an account of this work)---that 
J do not ſpeak it vauntingly---But there is no 
nation under heaven abounding with more va- 
riety of learning---where the ſciences may be 
more fitly woo'd, or more ſurely won than here— 
where art is encouraged, and will ſo ſoon riſe 
high where Nature (take her altopether) has 
ſo little to anſwer for---and, to cloſe all, where 
there is more wit and variety of character to 
feed the mind with---Wh.re then, my dear 
countrymen, are you going 


We are only looking at this chaiſe, ſaid the--- 
Your moſt obedient ſervant, ſaid I, ſkipping 
out of it, and. pulling off my hat- We were 
wordering, ſaid one of them, who, I found, 
was an inquiſitive traveller what could occaſion 

its 
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its motion---""T was the agitation, ſaid I ccoly, 
of writing a preface---I never heard, (aid the 
other, who was a ſimple Traveller, of a pre- 
face wrote in a Diſcbligeant.---It would have 
been better, ſaid I, in a Vis a Vis, 

At an Engliſhman does not travel to fee Eng- 


lifbmen, TI retired to my room. 


CAL AIZ. 
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C A L A F.. 


Perceived that ſomething darkened the paſ- 

ſage more than myſelf, as J ſtepped along it 
to my room; it was effeQtually Monſ{. Def- 
ſein, the maſter of the hotel, who had juſt 
returned from veſpers, and with his hat under his 
arm, was complaiſantly following me, to put 
me in mind of my wants. I had wrote mylelt 
pretty well out of conceit with the Deſobli- 
geant ; and Monſ. Deſſein ſpeaking of it, with 
a ſhrug, as if it would no way ſuit me, it 
immediately ſtruck my fancy, that it belonged 
to ſome innocent traveller, who, on his return 
home, had left it to Monſ. Deſſein's honour 
to make the moſt of. Four months had elapſed 
fince it had finiſhed its carreer of Europe in 
the corner of Monſ. Deſſein's coach-yard ; and 
having ſall:ed out from thence but a vampt up 
buſineſs at the firſt, though it had been twice 
taken to pieces on Mount Sennis, it had rot 
profited much by its adventures---but by none 
ſo little as the ſtanding ſo many months unpitied 
in the corner of Monſ. Deſſein's coach-yard, 
Much indeed was not to be ſaid for it---but 
ſomething might—and when a few words will 
reſcue miſery out of her diſtreſs, I hate the 
man who can be a chur] of them. 

- Now was I the maſter of this hotel, ſaid 
I, laying the pcint of my fore finger on Monſ. 


Deſſein's breaſt, I would inevitably make a 


point of getting rid of this unforturate Deſo- 
bligeant 
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bligeant---it ſtands ſwinging reproaches at you 
every time you paſs by it—— 

Mon Dieu ! ſaid Monſ. Deſſein- -I have no in- 
tereſt- Except the intereſt, ſaid I, which men 
of a certain turn of mind take, Mon\. Deſſein, 
in their own ſenfations---I am - perſuaded, to a 
man who feels for others as well as for him- 
ſelf, every rainy night, diſguiſe it ,as you will, 
muſt caſt a damp upon your ſpirits--- You ſuffer, 
Monſ. Deſſein, as much as the machine- 

I have always obſerved, when there is as 
much ſour as ſweet in a compliment, that an 
Engliſhman is eternally at. a loſs, within him- 
ſelt, whether to take it, or let it, alone: a 
Frenchman never is: Monſ. Deſſein made me a 
bow. | " 5 
i C'eſt: bien vrai, ſaid he- But in this caſe I 
ſhould only exchange one diſquietude for ano- 
ther, and with loſs: figure to yourſelf, my dear 
Sir, that in giving you a chaiſe which would 
fall to picces before you had got half way to 
Paris---figure to yourſelf how much I would 
ſuffer, {in giving an ill impreſſion of myſelt to 
a man of honour, and lying at the mercy, as 
I muſt do, d'un homme d'efprit. 

The doſe was, made up exactly after my own 
preſcription ; ſo I could not help taking it 
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and returning  Monſ. Deſſein his bow without 
more \caſuiſtry we walked together towards 
his Remiſe, to take a view of his magazine of 
chalets, fe: '16 | 15 
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IN THE STREET. 


CAL ALS 


TT muſt needs be a hoſtile kind of a world, 
when the buyer (if it be but a ſorry poſt- 
Chaiſe) cannnot go forth with the ſeller there- 
of into the ſtreet to terminate the difference be- 
twixt them, but he inſtanily falls into the ſame 
frame of mind and views his conventioniſt with 
the fame ſort of eye, as if he was going along 
with him to Hyde-Park corner to fight a duel, 
For my own part, being but a poor ſwords'- 
man, and no way a match for Monſieut Deſſein, 
I felt the rotation of all the movements within 
me, to which the ſituation is incident---Flooked 
at Monſieur Deſſein through and through 
eyed him as he walked along in profile then, 
en face——thought he locked like a Je 
then a Turk -diſſiked his wig - curſed him by 
my gods---wiſhed him at the devil---And is all 
this to be lighted up in the heart for a beg- 
garly accouut of three or four louiſd'ors, which 
is the moſt I can be over-reached in? Baſe 
paſſion, ſaid I, turning myſelf about, as a man 
naturally does upon a ſudden reverſe of ſenti- 
ment——baſe, ungentle paſſion thy 'hand is a- 
gainſt every man, and, every man's againſt-thee 
— heaven forbid ! faid ſhe, raiſing her hand 
up to her forehead, for I had turned full in 
front upon the lady whom I had ſeen in confe- 
rence with the monk---ſhe had followed us un- 
perceived---Heaven torbid, indeed faid J, offer- 
ing 
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ing her my own---ſhe had a black pair of filk 
gloves open only at the thumb and two fore fin- 
gers, ſo accepted it without reſerve---and I led 
her up to the door of the Remiſe. 

Monſieur Deſſein had diabled the key above 
fiſty times before he found out he had come with 
a wrong one in his hand: We were as impa- 
tient as himſelf to have it opened; and ſo atten- 
tive to the obſtacle, that I continued holding her 
hand almoſt without knowing it ; ſo that Mon- 
ſieur Deſſein left us together with her hand in 
mine, and with our faces turned towards the 
door of the Remiſe, and faid he would be back 
in five minutes. 

Now a colloquy of five minutes, in fuch a ſi- 
tuation, is worth one of as many ages, with 


your faces turned towards the ſtreet: In the 


latter caſe, 'tis drawn from the objects and oc- 
currences without---when your eyes are fixed 
upon a dead blank --- you draw purely from 
yourſelves. A filence of a ſingle moment upon 
Monſieur Deſſein's leaving had been fatal to the 
ſituation---ſhe had infallibly turned about---ſo I 
begun the coverſation inſtantly. 

---But what were the temptations, (as I write 
not to apologize for the weakneſſes of my heart 
in this tour---but to give an account of them) 
— ſhall be deſcribed with the ſame ſimplicity 
with which I felt them. 
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THE REMISE DOOR. 


CALAIS. 


HEN I told the reader that I did not 
\ care to get out of the Deſabligeant, 
becauſe I ſaw the Monk in cloſe conference with 
a lady juſt arrived at the inn—I told him the 
truth; but I did not tell him the whole truth; 
for I was full as much reſtrained by the appear- 
ance and figure of the lady he was talking to. 
Suſpicion croſſed my brain, and ſaid, he was tel- 
ling her what had. paſſed ; ſomething jarred up- 
on it within me I wiſhed him at his convent, 

When the heart flies out before the under- 
ſtanding, it ſaves the judgment a world of pains 
I was certain ſhe was of a better order of be- 
ings—however, I thought no more of her, but 
went on and wrote my preface. | 

The impreſſion returned, upon my encounter 
with her in the ſtreet ; a guarded frankueſs with 
wliich ſhe gave me her hand, ſhewed, I thought 
her good education and her good ſenſe ; and as I 
led her on, I felt a pleaſurable duQtility about 
her which ſpread calmneſs over all my ſpirits— 

— Good God! how a man might lead ſuch a 
creature as this round the world with him! 

I had not yet ſeen her face——'twas not ma- 
terial; for the drawing was inſtantly ſet about, 
and long before we had got to the door of the 
Remiſe, Fancy had finiſhed the whole head, 
and pleaſed herſelf as much with its fitting her 
goddeſs, as if ſhe had dived into the TIIBIR we it 
= — but 
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—but thou art a ſeduced, and a ſeducing flut ; 


and albeit thou cheated us ſeven times a day with 


thy pictures and images, yet with ſo many 
charms doſt thou do it, and thou deckeſt out thy 
pictures in the ſhapes of ſo many angels of light, 
tis a ſhame to break with thee. 

When we had got to the door of the Remiſe, 
ſhe withdrew her hand from acroſs her forehcad, 
and let me fee the original it was a face of 
about ſix and twenty of a clear tranſparent 
brown, ſimply ſet off without rouge or powder 
—it was not critically handſome, but there was 
that in it, which attached me much more to it 
it was intereſting; I fancied it wore the charac- 
ters of a widowed look, ard in that ſtate of its 
declenſion, which had paſſed the two firſt parox- 
yſms of ſorrow, and was quietly beginning to 
reconcile itſelf to its loſs but a thouſand 
other diſtreſſes might have traced the ſame lines; 
I wiſhed to know what they had been—and was 
ready to enquire, (had the ſame bon fon of con- 
verſation permitted, as in the days of Eſdras) 
hat aileth thee ® and why art thou dif- 
quieted ? and why is thy underſtanding troubled 2”? 
In a word, I felt bencvolence for her; and 
reſolved ſome way or other to throw in my mite 
of courteſy if not of ſervice. 

Such were my temptations — —and in 
this diſpoſition to-give way to them, was I left 
alone with the lady with her hand in mine, and 
with our faces both turned cloſer to the door of 
the Remiſe than what was abſolutely neceſſary, 
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THE REMISE DOOR. 
CAL ATS 


HIS certainly, fair lady! ſaid I, raiſing 

her hand up a little lightly, as I began, 
muſt be one of Fortune's whimſical doings ; to 
take two utter ſtrangers by their hands of 
different ſexes, and perhaps from different cor- 
ners of the globe, and in one moment place 
them together in ſuch a cordial ſituation, as 
Friendſhip herſelf could have atchieved for them, 
had ſhe projected it for a month 
And your reflection upon it ſhews how 
much, Monſieur, ſhe has embarraſſed you by 
the adventure, — 

When the ſituation is what we would wiſh, 
nothing is ſo ill- timed as to hint at the circum- 
ſtances which make it ſo: You thank Fortune, 
continued ſhe you had reaſon the heart 
knew it, and was ſatisfied; and who but an 
Engliſh philoſopher would have ſent notice of 
it to the brain to reverſe the judgment ? 

In ſaying this ſhe diſengaged her hand with a 
look which I thought a ſufficient commentary 
upon the text. 

It is a miſerable picture which TI am going to 
give of the weakneſs of my heart, by owning, 
that it ſuffered a pain, which worthier occa- 
ſions could not have inflicted, [ was mor- 
tified with the loſs of her hand, and the man- 
ner in which I had loſt it, carried oil nor wine p 

| ˖ 


ap =y @©@ ff pp” => mm mw > £ 


P 
a 
0 


*— * * S oP 3 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 2) 


the wound : I never felt the pain of a ſheepiſh 
inferiority ſo miſerably in my life. 

The triumphs of a true feminine heart are 
ſhort upon theſe diſcomfitures. In a very few 
ſeconds ſhe laid her hand upon the cuft of my 
coat, in order to finiſh her reply; ſo ſome way 


or other, God knows how, I regained my ſitua- 


tion. 
she had nothing to add. 


I forthwith began to model a different con- 
verſation for the lady, thinking from the ſpirit 
as well as moral of this, that I had been miſta- 
ken in her character; but upon turning her 
face towards me, the ſpirit which had animated 
the reply was fled the muſcles relaxed, and I 
beheld the ſame unprotected louk of diſtreſs 
which firſt won me to her intereſt melan- 
choly ! to ſee ſuch ſprightlineſs the prey of ſor- 
row. I pitied her from my ſoul; and 
though it may ſeem ridiculous enough to a tor- 
pid heart, I could have taken her, into my 
arms and cheriſhed her, though it was in the 
open ſtreet, without bluſhing. 

The pulſations of the arteries along my fin- 
gers preſſing acroſs hers, told her what was 
3 within me: She looked down a ſi- 
ence of ſome moments followed. 

I fear, in this interval, I muſt have made 
ſome ſlight efforts towards a cloſer compreſſion 
of her hand, from a ſubtle ſenſation I felt in 
the palm of my own— not as if ſhe was 
going to withdraw hers but as if ſhe thought 
about it and I had infallibly loſt it a ſecond 
time, had not inſtint more than reaſon di- 
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reed me to the laſt reſource in theſe dangers 

—to hold it looſely, and in a manner as if ] 
was every moment going to releaſe it, of my. 
ſelf : ſo ſhe let it continue, till Monſieur Def. 
ſein returned with the key, and in the mean 
time I ſet myſelf to conſider how I ſhould undo 
the ill impreſſions which the poor Monk's ſtory, 
in caſe he had told it her, muſt have planted in 
ker breaft againſt me. 


THE 
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CALAIS. 


i T H E good old Monk was within fix paces 


of us, as the idea of him croſs'd my mind, 


and was advancing towards us a little out of the 
line, as if uncertain whether he ſhould break in 
upon us or no.— He ſtopp'd, however, 
as ſoon as he came up to us, with a world of 


frankneſs ; and having a horn ſnuff-box in his 


{ hand, he preſented it open to me— You ſhall 


taſte mine—ſaid I, pulling out my box (which 
was a ſmall tortoiſe one) and putting it into his 
hard Tis moſt excellent, ſaid the Monk: 


Then do me the favour, I replied, to accept of 
the box and all; and when you take a pinch of 


it, ſometimes recolle& it was the peace-offering 


| of a man who once uſed you unkindly, but not 
| from his heart. 


The poor Monk bluſh'd as red as ſcarlet. 
Mon dieu ſaid he, preſſing his hands together 
ou never uſed me unkindly, I ſhould 
think, ſaid the lady, he is not likely. I bluſh'd 
in my turn; but from what movements, I 
leave him to the few who feel to analyſe—Ex- 
cuſe me, Madame, replied II treated him moſt 
unkindly ; and from no provocations—? Tis im- 
poſſible, ſaid the lady. —<My God; cried the 
Monk, with a warmth of aſſeveration which 
ſeemed not to belong to him—the fault was in 
me, and in the indiſcretion of my zeal—the lady 
oppoſed it, and I joined with her in maintaining 
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it was impoſſible, that a ſpirit ſo regulated as his, 
could give offence to any. 

I knew not that contention could be rendered 
ſo ſweet and pleaſurable a thing to the nerves 
as I then felt it We remained ſilent, without 
any ſenſation of that fooliſh pain which takes 
place, when in ſuch a circle you look for ten mi- 
nutes in one another's faces without ſaying a 
word. Whilſt this laſted, the Monk rubbed his 
horn box upon the ſleeve of his tunic ; and as 
as ſoon as it had acyuired a little air of bright- 
neſs by the friction he made a low bow, and 
ſaid, twas too late to ſay whether it was the 
weakneſs or goodneſs of our tempers which had 
involved us in this conteſt—but be as it it would 
he begged we might exchange boxes —In 
ſaying this, he preſented his to me with one hand, 
as he took mine from me in the other; and 
having kiſſed it—with a ſtream of good nature 
in his eyes he put it into his boſom—and took 
his leave. 

I guard this box, as I would the inſtrumental 
parts of my religion, to help my mind on to 
ſomething better: in truth, I ſeldom go abroad 
without it; and oft and many a time have I cal- 
led up by it the courteous ſpirit of its owner to 
regulate my own, in the juſtlings of the world; 
they had found full employment for his, as! 
learn from his ſtory, till about the forty-fifth 
year of his age, when upon ſome military ſervices 
ill requited, and meeting at the ſame time with a 
diſappointment in the tendereſt of paſſions, he 
abandoned the ſword and the ſex together, and 
took ſanctuary, not ſo much in his convent, as in 
himſelf. 


I feel a damp upon my ſpirits, as I am going 
to 
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to add, that in my laſt return through Calais, 
upon enquiring after Father Lorenzo, I heard he 
had been dead near three months, and was bu- 
ried not in his convent, but, according to his de- 
fire, in a little cemetery belonging to it, about 
two leagues off: I had a ſtrong deſire to ſee 
where they had laid him—when, upon pulling 
out of his little horn box, as I ſat by his grave, 
and plucking up a nettle or two at the head of 
it which had no buſineſs to grow there, they all 
ſtruck together ſo forcibly upon my affections 
that I burſt into a flood of tears—but I am as 


weak as a woman! and beg the world not to 


ſmile but pity me, 
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miſchief could enſue ? 
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THE REMISE DOOR. 


CALAIS. 


HA D never quitted the lady's hand all this 

time; and held it fo long, that it would 
have been indecent to have let it go, without firſt 
preſſing it to my lips: the blood and ſpirits 
which had ſuffered a revulſion from her, crowd- 
ed back to her, as I did it. 

Now the two travellers who had ſpoke to me 
in the coach-yard, happening at that criſis to be 
paſſing by, and obſerving our communications, 
naturally took it into their heads that we muſt be 
man and wife at leaſt ; ſo ſtopping as ſoon as they 
came by to the door of the Remiſe, the one of 
them, who was the inguſitive iraveller, aſked 
us, if we ſet out for Paris the next morning ?— 
could only anſwer for myſelf, I ſaid; and the 
lady added, ſhe was for Amiens.--We dined there 
yeſterday, ſaid the ſimple traveller Mou go di- 
realy through the town, added the other, in 
your road to Paris. I was going to return a 
thouſand thanks for the intelligence, that Amiens 
was in the road to Paris; but, upon pulling out 
my poor Monk's little horn box, to take a pinch 
of ſnuff—I made them a quitt bow, and wiſh- 
ing them a good paſſage to Dover—they left us 
alone— 

— Now where would be the harm, ſaid I to 
myſelf, if I was to beg of this diſtreſſed lady to 
accept of half my chaiſe ?—And what mighty 
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Every dirty paſſion, and bad propenſity in my 
mature, took the alarm, as Iſtarted the propoſi- 
tion ——lt-will oblige you to have a third 
horſe, ſaid AVARICE, which will put twenty 
livres out of your pocket. —You know not who 
ſhe is ſaid CauvTion—or what ſcrapes the af- 
fair may draw you into, whiſper'd CO WAR 
DICE. 

Depend upon it, .Yorick | ſaid Dis RETION, 
*twill be ſaid you went off with a miſtreſs, and 
came by aſſignation to Calais for that pur oſe 
You can never after, cried HVV O CRI 
s aloud, ſhew your face in the world, 
or riſe, quoth MEAaNNESS, in the church 
or be any thing in it, ſaid PRIDE, but a -louſy- 
prebendary. | 

— Put 'tis a civil thing, ſaid I—and as I ge- 
nerally act from tl e firtt impulſe, and therefore 
ſeldom liſten to theſe cabais, which ſerve no pur- 
poſe, that I know of, but to encompals the heart 
with adamant—1 turn'd inſtantly about to the 
lady | 

— But ſhe had glided off unperceived, as the 
cauſe was pleading, and had made ten or a dozen 
paces down the ſtreet, by the time I had made 
my determination; ſo I ſet after her with a long 
ſtride, to make her the propoſal with the beſt: 
addreſs I was maſter of; but obſerving ſhe walk- - 
ed with her cheek half reſting upon the palm of 
her hand- with the flow, ſhort-meaſured ſtep of 
thoughtfulneſs, and with her eyes, as ſhe went : 
ſtep by ſtep, fixed upon the ground, it {truck me, 
lhe was. trying the ſame cauſe herſclt God 
help her! ſaid I, ſhe has ſome mother-in-law, . 
or tartufiſh aunt, or nonſenſical old woman, 'to + 
conſult upon the occaſion, as well as myſelf: ſo 
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not caring to interrupt the proceſſe, and deem- 
ing it more gallant to take her at diſcretion than 
ſurprize, I faced about, and took a ſhort turn or 


two before the door of the Remiſe, whilſt ſhe 
walked muſing on one ſide, 


I'N 
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IN THE STREET. 


CALAIS. 


AVING, on firſt ſight of the lady, 


ſettled the affair in my fancy, “ that 
* ſhe was of the better order of beings'”—and 
then laid it down as a ſeeond axiom, as indiſpu- 
table as the firſt, That ſhe was a widow, and 
wore the character of diſtreſs--------.-I went no 
further; I got ground enough for the ſituati- 
on which pleaſed me-----and had ſhe remained 
cloſe beſide my elbow till midnight, I ſhould have 
held true to my ſyſtem, and conſidered her on- 
ly under that general idea. 

She had ſcarce got twenty paces diſtant from 
me, ere ſomething within me called out for par- 
ticular enquiry-----it brought on the idea of a 
further ſeparation----I might poſſibly never ſee 
her more the heart is for ſaving what it 
can; and I wanted the traces thro? which my 
wiſhes might find their way to her, in caſe I 
ſhould never rejoin her myſelf : In a word, I 


wiſhed to know her name----her family':— her 


eondition; and as I knew the place to which ſhe 
was going, I wanted to know from whence ſhe: 
came : but there was no coming, at all this intel-- 
ligence : a hundred little delicacies ſtood in the 
way. I formed a ſcore different plans-----There 
was no ſuch thing as a man's aſking her directly 

the thing was impoſſible. 
A little Preach debonaire captain, who came: 
dancing down the ſtreet, ſhewed me, it, was the: 
eaſieſtt 
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eaſieſt thing in the world; for, popping it be- 


twixt us, juſt as the lady was returning back to 
the door of the Remiſe, he introduced himſelf to 
my acquain ance, and before he had well got an- 
nounced, begged I would do him the honour to 
preſent him to the lady. I had not been preſent- 
ed myſelf——o turning about to her, he did it 
juſt as well by aſking her, if ſhe had come from 
Faris ? 8 ſhe was going that route, ſhe 
ſaid. Vous wetez pas de Londre? —She was not, 
ſhe replied.— Then Madame muſt have 
come thro? Flanders. Aparamment vous etez 
Flammande ? ſaid the French captain.—The lady 
anſwered, ſhe was. Peutetre, de Liſie? added 
he—She ſaid, ſhe was not of Liſle.— Nor Arras? 
—nor Cambray ?—nor Ghent ?—nor Bruſſels ? 
ſhe anſwered, ſhe was of Bruſſels. 

He had the honour, he ſaid, to be at the bom- 
bardment of it laſt war—that it was finely ſitua- 
ted; pour cela—and full of nobleſſe when the im- 
perialiſts were driven out by the French (the lady 
made a flight courteſy)—ſo giving her an account 
of the affair, and of the ſhare he had in it—he 
begged the honour to know her name, ſo made 
his bow, 

Et Madame a ſon Mari ?—ſaid he, looking 
back when he had made two ſteps—and without 
ſtaying for an anfwer—danced down the ſtreet. 

Had I ſerved ſeven years apprenticeſhip to 
good breeding, I could not have done as much. 
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THEREMISE. 
CALATIS. 


S the little French captain left us, Monſ. 

Deſſein came up with the key of the Re- 

miſe in his hand, and forthwith let us into his 
magazine of chaiſes. 

The firſt object which caught my eye, as Monſ. 
Deſſein opened the door of the remiſe, was ano- 
ther old tattered Deſobligeant: and notwithſtand- 
ing it was the exact piQure of thai which had hit 


my fancy ſo much in the coach-yard but an hour 


before the very ſight of it ſtirred up a diſa- 
greeable ſenſation within me now ; and I thought 
'twas a churliſh beaſt into whoſe heart the idea 
could firſt enter, to conſtruct ſuch a machine ; 
nor had I much more charity for the man who 
could think of uſing it. 

I obſerved the lady was as little taken with it 
as myſelf: ſo Monſ. Deſſein led us on to a cou- 
ple of chaiſes which ſtood a breaſt, telling us as 
he recommended them, that they had been pur- 
chaſed by my Loid A. and B. to go the grand 
tour, but had gone no further than Paris, fo 
were in all reſpects as good as new— They were 
too good ſo I paſſed to a third, which ſtood 
behind, and forthwith began to chaffer for the 
price—But it will ſcarce hold two, ſaid I, open- 
ing the door and getting in — Have the good- 
neſs, Madam, ſaid Monſ. Deſſein, offering his 
arm, to ſtep in—The lady heſitated half a ſe- 
cond, and ſtepped in; and the waiter that mo- 
ment beckoning to ſpeak to Monſ. Deflein, he 
{hut the door of the chaiſe upon us and leit ... 
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THE REMISE. 


CALATIS. 


EST bien comique, it is very droll, ſaid the 

lady ſmiling from the reflection that this 
was the ſecond time we had been left together by 
a parcel] of nonſenſical contingencies - ce bien 
comique, {aid ſhe— 

There wants nothing, ſaid I, to make it ſo, 
but the comick uſe which the gallantry of a 
Frenchman would put it to—to make love the 
firſt moment, and an offer of his perſon the ſecond. 

"Tis their fort : replied the lady. 

It is ſuppoſed ſo at leaſt—and how it has come 
to paſs, continued I, I know not ; but they have 
certainly got the credit of underſtanding more of 
love, and making it better than any other nation 


upon earth ; but for my own part I think them 


errant bunglers, and in truth the worſt ſet of 
markſmen that ever tried Cupid's patience. 

To think of making love by ſentiments / 

I ſhould as ſoon think of making a genteel ſuit 
of cloaths out of remnants :—and to do it—pop 
at firſt ſight by declaration—is ſubmitting the 
offer and themſelves with it, to be ſifted, with all 
their pours and contres, by an unheated mind. 

The lady attended as if ſhe expected I ſhould 

o on. 
a Conſider then, Madam, continued I, lay ing my 
hand upon hers— Fe 5 
Im grave people hate love for the name's 
ſake 

That ſelfiſh people hate it for their own 

: Hypocrites 
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Hypocrites for Heaven's 

And that all of us both old and young being 
ten times worſe frightened than hurt by the very 
report What a want of knowledge in this 
branch of commerce a man betrays, whoever lets 
the word come out of his lips, till an hour or two 
at leaſt after the time, that his ſilence upon it be- 
comes tormenting. A courſe of ſmall, quiet at- 
tentions, not ſo painted as to alarm nor ſo 
vague as to be miſunderſtood,—with now and 
then a look of kindneſs, and little or nothing ſaid 
upon it leaves nature for your miſtreſs, and 


Then I ſolemnly declare, ſaid the lady bluſh- 
* have been making love to me all this 
Wnile. 
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THE REMISE. 


GC AL AIS. 


TON SIE UR Deſſein came back to let us 
out of the chaiſe, and acquaint the lady, 

the Count de L —her brother was 
juſt arrived at the. hotel. Though I had infinite 
good-will for the lady, I cannot ſay, that I re- 


joiced in my heart at the event and could not 


help telling her ſo—for it is fatal to a propoſ:], 
Madam, ſaid I, that I was going to make you 

— You need not tell me what the propoſal was, 
ſaid ſhe, layirg her hand upon both mine, as the 
interrupted. me A man, my good- Sir, has 
ſeldom an offer of kindneſ> to make to a woman, 


but ſhe has a preſentiment of it ſome moment 


before— 

Nature arms her with it, ſaid I, for immediate 
preſervatioa—But. I think, ſaid ſhe, looking in 
my face, I have no evil to apprehend and to 
qu frankly with you, had determined to accept 
t. 
I believe your good: will would: have drawn a ſto- 


ry from me, which would. have made pity the 


oely dangerous thing in the journey. 
In ſaying this, ſhe ſuffered me io kiſs her hand 


twice, and with a look of ſenſibility mixed with 


a concern, ſhe got out of the . chaiſe—and. bid 
adieu. 


IN. 


If I had- (ſhe ſtopped a moment)------ 
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IN THE STREET. 
CALAIS. 


NEVER finiſhed a twelve-guinea bargain 
| o expeditionſly in my life: my time ſeemed 
heavy upon the loſs of the lady, and knowing 
every moment of it would be as two, till I put 
myſelf into motion.---I ordered poſt horſes direct- 
ly, and walked towards the hotel. 

Lord! ſaid I, hearing the town clock ſtrike 

four, and recollecting that I had been little more 
than a ſingle hour in Calais--- 
W hat a large volume of adventures may 
be graſped within this little ſpan of life by him 
who intereſts his heart in every thing, and who, 
een eyes to ſee, what time and chance are per- 
petually holding out to him as he journeyeth on 
his way, miſſes nothing he can fairly lay his hand 
on.— | 

---If this will not turn out ſomething-«--ano- 
ther will---no matter---it is an eſſay upon human 
nature---I get my labour for my pains it is 
enough---the pleaſure of the experiment has kept 
my ſenſes, and the beſt part of my blood awake, 
and laid the groſs to ſleep. 

I pity the man who can travel from Dan to 
Beer ſheba, and cry, it is all barren—and ſo it is; 
and fo is all the world to him who will not culti- 
vate the fruits it offers. I declare, ſaid I, clap- 
ping my hands chearily together, that was I in a 
deſart I would find out wherewith in it to call 
forth my affections—If I could not do better, N 

wou 
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would faſten them upon ſome ſweet myrtle, or 
ſeek ſome melancholy cypre's to connect myſelf 
to II would court their ſhade, and greet them 
kindly for their protection would cut my name 
upon them, and ſwear they were the lovelieſt 
trees throughout the deſert : if their leaves wi- 
thered, I wouid teach myſelf to mourn, and when 
they rejoiced, I would rejoice along with them. 

The learned SMELFUNGUS travelled from 
Boulogne to Paris—from Paris to Rome—and o 
on—but he ſet out with the ſpleen and jaundice, 
and every object he paſſed by was diſcoloured or 
diſtorted—He wrote an account of his miſerable 
feelings. 

I met Smelfungus in the grand Portico of the 
Pantheon—he vs juſt coming out of it—1? 7s no- 
thing but a huge cck-pit *, ſaid he—l with you 
had ſaid nothing worie of the Venus of Medicis, 
replied I—for in paſſing through Florence, I had 
heard he had fallen foul upon the goddeſs, and 
had uſed her worſe than a common ſtrumpet, 
without the leaſt provocation in nature. 

I popped upon Smelfungus again at Turin, in 
his return home; and a fad tale of ſorrow ful ad- 
ventures had he to tell, „wherein he ſpoke of 
© moving accidents by flood and field, and of the 
& carnibals which each other eat: the Anthro- 
pophag!”—he had been flead alive, and bedevil- 
ed, and uſed worſe than St. Bartholomew, at 
every ſtage he had come at— 

—T'l] tell it, cried Smelfungus, to the world, 
You had better tell it, ſaid I, to your phyſician. 

Mundungus, with an immenſe fortune, made 
the whole tour; going on from Rome to 5 

ples 
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ples—from Naples to Venice—from Venice to 
Vienna—to Dreſden, to Berlin, without one ge- 
nerous connection or pleaſurable anecdote to tell 
of; but he had travelled ſtraight on, looking 
neither to his right hand or his left, leſt love or 
pity ſhould ſeduce him out of his road. 

Peace be to them! if it is to be found ; but 
Heaven itſelf, was it poſſible to get there with 
ſuch tempers, would want objects to give it 
every gentle ſpirit would come flying upon the 
wings of love to hail their arrival—Ncthing 
would the ſouls of Smelfungus and Mundungus 
hear of, but freſh anthems of joy, freſh raptures 
of love, and freſh congratulations of their com- 
mon felicity—l heartily pity them: they have 
brought up no faculties for this work; and was 
the happieſt manſion in Heaven to be allotted to 
Smelfungus and Mundungus, they would be fo 
far from being happy, that the ſouls of Smelfun- 
gus and Mundungus would do penance there to 
all eternity. | 
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MONTRIUL. 


HAD once loſt my portmanteau from be- 

. hind my chaiſe, and twice got out in the rain, 
and one of the times up to the knees in dirt, to 
help the poſtillion to tie it on, without being able 
to find out what was wanting Nor was it till ! 
t to Montriul, upon the lardlord's aſking me if 
wanted not a ſervant, that it occurred to me, 
that was the very thing. 

A ſervant! That I do moſt ſadly, quoth I 
Becauſe, Monſieur, faid the landlord, there is a 
clever young feilow who would be very proud of 
the honour to ſerve an Engliſhman—But why an 
Engliſh one! more than any other ?—They are ſo 
generous, ſaid the landlord—Pl] be ſhot if this is 
not a livre out of my pocket, quoth I to myſelf, 
this very night—But they have wherewithal to be 
ſo, Monſieur, added he—It was but laſt night, 
ſaid the landlord, qu'un my Lord Anglois preſen- 
toit un ecu a la fille de chambre—T ant pis, pour 
Mademaiſelle Fanatone, ſaid I. 

Now Janatone being the landlord's daughter, 
and the landlord ſuppoſing I was young in French, 
took the liberty to inform me, I ſhould not have 
ſaid tant pisx—but, but tant mieux, Tant mieux 
toujours, Monſieur, ſaid he, when there is no- 
thing. It comes to the ſame thing, ſaid I. Par- 

donne a moi, ſaid the landlord. 

Is cannot take a fitter opportunity to obſerve 

once for all, that tant pis and tant mieux being. 

two of the great hinges in. French converſation, 
; a ſtranger 
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a ſtranger would do well to ſet himſelf right in 
the uſe of them, before he gets to Paris. 

A prompt French marquis at our ambaſſador's 
table demanded of Mr. H , if he was 
H the poet? No, ſaid H mildly. 
Tant pis, replied the marquis. 

It is H———the hiſtorian, ſaid another 
Tant mieux, (aid the Marquis. And Mr. H——, 
who is a man of an excellent heart, returned 
thanks for both. | 

When the landlord had ſet me right in this 
matter, he calls in La Fleur, which was the 
name of the young man he had ſpoke of 
ſaying only firſt, That as for his talents, he 
would preſume to ſay nothing—Monſieur was the 
beſt judge what would ſuit him; but for the fi- 
delity of La Fleur, he would ſtand reſponſible in 
all he was wotth. 

The landlord delivered this in a manner which 
inſtantly ſet my mind to the buſineſs I was upon 
and La Fleur, who ſtood waiting without, in 
that breathleſs ex pectation which every ſon of na- 
ture of us have felt in our turns, came in. 


Sm 
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MONTRIUL. 


AM apt to be taken with all kinds of people 

at firſt ſight ; but never more ſo than when a 
poor devil comes to offer his ſervice to ſo poor a 
devil as myſelf ; and as I know this weakneſs, I 
always ſuffer my judgment to draw back ſome- 
thing on that very account and this more 
or leſs, according to the mood I am in, and the 
caſe—and I may add the gender too, of the per- 
fon I am to govern. 

When La Fleur entered the room, after 
every diſcount I could 'make for my ſoul, the ge- 
nuine look and air of the fellow determined the 
matter at once in his favour: ſo I hired him 
firſt and then began to inquire what he 
could do: But I ſhall find out his talents quoth I, 
as I want them beſides, a Frenchman can 
do every thing. | 

Now poor La Fleur could do nothing in the 
world but to beat a drum, and play a march or 
two upon the fife. I was determined to make 
his talents do; and cannot ſay my weakneſs was 
ever ſo inſulted by my wiſdom, as in the at- 
tempt. 4 
La Fleur had ſet out early in life, as gallantly 
as moſt Frenchmen do, with ſerving for a few 
years, at the end of which, having ſatisfied the 
ſentiment, and found moreover, that the honour 


„ 


of beating a drum was likely to be its own re- 


ward, as it opened no further track of glory to 
he retired a ſes ferres, and lived comme 


him 
il plaiſoit a Dieu—hat is to ſay, upon nothing. 
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And fo, quoth Wiſdome, you have hired a 
drummer to attend you in this tour of your's 
through France and Italy! Pſha! ſaid I, and do 
not one half of your gentry go with a hum drum 


| compagnon du doiage the ſame round, and have 


the piper and the devil and all to pay beſides? 
When a man can extricate himſelf with an equi- 
vogue in ſuch an unequal match—he is not ill off 
— But you can do ſomething elſe, La Fleu: ? ſaid 
I—-O guout he could make ſpatterdaſhes, and 
play a little on the fiddle—Bravo |! fays Wiſ- 
dome—W hy, I play a baſs myſelf, ſaid I—we 
ſhall do very well—Y ou can ſhave and dreſs a 
wig a little, La Fleur ?—He had all the diſpoſi- 
tions in the world—lt is enough for Heaven! ſaid 
I, interrupting him—and ought to be enough for 
me—So ſupper coming in, and having a friſky 
Engliſh ſpaniel on one ſide of my chair, and a 
French valet, with as much hilarity in his coun- 
tenance as ever nature painted in one, on the 
other—lI was ſatisfied to my heart's content with 
my empire; and if monarchs knew what they 


: would be at, they might be as ſatisfied as I was, 
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MONTRIUL. 


AM apt to be taken with all kinds of people 
I at firſt ſight ; but never more ſo than when a 
Poor devil comes to offer his ſervice to fo poor a 
devil as myſelf ; and as I know this weakneſs, I 
always foffer my judgment to draw back ſome- 
thing on that very account————and this more 
or leſs, according to the mood I am in, and the 
caſe—and I may add the gender too, of the per- 
fon I am to govern. 

When La Fleur entered the room, after 
every diſcount I could make for my ſoul, the ge- 
nuine look and air of the fellow determined the 
matter at once in his favour: ſo I hired him 
firſt and then began to inquire what he 
could do: But I ſhall find out his talents quoth I, 
as I want them beſides, a Frenchman can 
do every thing. 

Now poor La Fleur could do nothing in the 
world but to beat a drum, and play a march or 
two upon the fife. I was determined to make 
his talents do; and cannot ſay my weakneſs was 
ever ſo inſulted by my wiſdom, as in the at- 
tempt. ” 

La Fleur had ſet out early in life, as gallantly 
as moſt Frenchmen do, with ſerving for a few 
years, at the end of which, having ſatisfied the 
ſentiment, and found moreover, that the honour 
of beating a drum was likely to be its own re- 
ward, as it opened no further track of glory to 
him he retired a ſes ferres, and lived comme 
il plaiſoit a Dieu—hat is to ſay, upon nothing. 
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And ſo, quoth Wiſdome, you have hired a 


” drummer to attend you in this tour of your's 
through France and Italy! Pſha! ſaid I, and do 


not one half of your gentry go with a hum drum 


* compagnon du voiage the ſame round, and have 
the piper and the devil and all to pay beſides? 


4 AC 


When a man can extricate himſelf with an equi- 
vogue in ſuch an unequal match—he is not ill off 
But you can do ſomething elſe, La Fleu: ? ſaid 
IO gu'oui F he could make ſpatterdaſhes, and 
play a little on the fiddle—Bravo ! fays Wiſ- 
dome—W hy, I play a baſs myſelf, ſaid I—we 
ſhall do very well—You can ſhave and dreſs a 
wig a little, La Fleur ?—He had all the diſpoſi- 
tions in the world—lt is enough for Heaven! ſaid 
I, interrupting him—and ought to be enough for 
me—So ſupper coming in, and having a friſky 
Engliſh ſpaniel on one ſide of my chair, and a 
French valet, with as much hilarity in his coun- 
tenance as ever nature painted in one, on the 
other—l was ſatisfied to my heart's content with 
my empire; and if monarchs knew what they 


would be at, they might be as ſatisfied as I was, 
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MONTRIUL. 


S La Fleur went the whole tour of France 
and Italy with me, and will be often upon 
the ſtage, I muſt intereſt the reader a little tur. 
ther in his behalf, by ſaying, that I had never 
leſs reaſon to repent of the impulſes which gere- 
rally do determine me, in regard to this fellow— 
he was a faithful, affectionate, ſimple ſoul as ever 
trudged after the heels of a philoſopher; and 
notwithſtanding his talents of drum-beating and 
ſpatterdaſh-making, which, though very good 
in themſelves, happened to be of no very great 
ſervice to me, yet was I hourly recompenced by 
the teſtivity of this temper—it ſupplied all de- 
feAs—lT had a conſtant reſource in his looks in all 
difficulties and diſtreſſes of my own—I was going 
to have added, of his too; but La Fleur was out 
of the reach of every thing: for whether it was 
hunger or thirſt, or cold or nakedneſs, or watch- 
ings, or whatever ſtripes of ill luck La Fleur met 
with in our journeying, there was no index in 
his -phyſiognomy to point them out by—he was 
eterrally the ſame; ſo that if I am a piece of a 
hiloſopher, which Satan now and then puts it 
into my head I am—it always mortifies the pride 
of the conceit, by reflecting how much I owe to 
the complexional philoſophy of this poor fellow, 
for ſhaming me into one of a better kind. With 
all this, La Fleur had a ſmall caſt of the cox- 
comb—but he ſeemed at firſt ſight to be more a 
coxcomb of nature than of art; and before | had 
been three days in Paris with him—he ſeemed to 
be no coxcomb at all. | 
M O N- 
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MONTRIUL. 


HE next morning La Fleur entering upon 

his employment, I delivered to him the 

key of my pormanteau with an invenory of my 

half dozen of ſhirts and ſilk pair of breeches ; 

and bid him faſten all upon the chaiſe get the 

horſes put to—and deſired the landlord to come 
in with his bill 

C'eſt un garcon de bonne fortune, ſaid the land- 
lord, pointing through the window to half a doz- 
en wenches who had got round about La Fleur, 
and were moſt kindly taking their leave of him, 
as the poſtillion was leading out the horſes. La 
Fleur kiſſed all their hands round and round a- 
gain, and thrice he wiped his eyes, and thrice he 
promiſed he would bring them all pardons from 
Rome, 

The young fellow, ſaid the landlord, is be- 
loved by all the town, and there is ſcarce a cor- 
ner in Montriul. where the want of him will not 
be felt : He had but one misfortune in the world, 
continued he, „* He is always in love” [ 
am heartily glad of it, ſaid I "twill ſave me 


the trouble every night of putting my breeches 


under my head. In ſaying this, I was making 
not ſo much La Fleur's eloge, as my own, hav- 
ing been in love with one princeſs or another al- 
moſt all my life, ard I hope I ſhall go on ſo, till 
I die, being firmly perſuaded, that it ever 1 do a 
mean action, it mutt be in ſome interval between 
one paſſion and another: Whilſt this interregnum 
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laſts, I always perceived my heart locked up— 
I can ſcarce find in it to give. miſery a ſixpence; 
and therefore I always get out of it as faſt as] 
can, and the moment I am re-kindled, I am all 
generoſity and good will again ; and would do 
any thing in the world either for, or with any 
one, if they will but ſatisfy me there is no fin in 
it. 

— But in ſaying this—ſurely I am commend- 
ing the paſſion——not mylelt. 


A FRAGMENT. 


THE town of Abdera, notwith- 
ſtanding Democritus lived there, trying all the 
powers of irony and laughter to reclaim it, was 
the vileſt and moſt profligate town in all Thrace. 
What for poiſons, conſpiracies and aflafſinations 
—libels, paſquinades and tumults, there was no 
going there by day—*twas worſe by night. 

Now, when things were at the worſt, it came 
to paſs, that the Andromeda of Euripides being 
| repreſented at Abdera, the whole orcheſtra was 
i delighted with it : But of all the paſſages which 
delighted them, nothing operated more upon 
1 their imaginations, than the tender ſtrokes of na- 
| ture which the poet had wrought up in that pa- 
| thetic ſpeech of Perſeus, 


Every man almoſt ſpoke pure iambics the next 


| 
| O Cupid, prince of God and men, &c, 
| day, 
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day, and talked of nothing but Perſeus and his 
pathetic addreſs——* O Cupid ! prince of God 
* and man” -in every ſtreet of Abdera, in every 
houſe “ O Cupid ! Cupid !—In every mouth, 
like the natural notes of ſome ſweet melody 
which drops from it whether it will or no no- 
thing but “ Cupid ! Cupid ! prince of God and 
© man”— The fire caught, and the whole city, 
like the heart of one man, opened itſelf to Love. 

No pharmacopoliſt could fell one grain of he- 
lebore—not a ſingle armourer had a heart to forge 
one inſtrument of death—Friendſhip and Virtue 
met together, and kiſſed each other in the ſtreet 
—the golden age returned, and hung over the 
town of Abdera—every Abderite took his oaten 
pipe, and every Abderitiſh woman left her purple 
web, and chaſtely ſat her down and liſtened to 
the ſong. 

Twas only in the power, ſays the Fragment, 
of the God whoſe empire extendeth from Hea- 
ven to earth, and even to the depths of the ſea, 
to have done this, 


C 2 MONTRIUL 
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MONTRIULI. 


HEN all is ready, and every article is diſ- 
puted and paid for in the inn, unleſs you 
are a little ſoured by the adventure, there is al- 
ways a matter to compound at the door, before 
you can get into your chaiſe, and that is with the 
ſons and daughters of poverty, who ſurround you. 
Let no man ſay, let them go to the devil.“ — 
*tis a cruel journey to ſend a few miſerables, and 
they have had ſufferings enow without it : I al- 
ways think it better to take a few ſous out in my 
hand; and would counſel every gentle traveller 
to do ſo likewiſe : He need not be ſo exact in ſet- 
ting down his motives for giving them—they will 
be regiſtered elſewhere. 

For my own part, there is no man gives ſo 
little as I do ; for few that I know have ſo little 
to give: But as this was the firſt public act of my 
charity in France, I took the more notice of it. 

A well-a-way ! ſaid I, I have but eight ſous 
in the world, ſhewing them in my hand, and 
there are eight poor men and eight poor women 
for them. 

A poor tattered ſoul without a ſhirt on in- 
ſtantly withdrew his claim, by retiring two ſteps 
out of the circle, and making a diſqulifying bow 
on his part. Had the whole parterre cried out, 
Place aux dames, with one voice it would not 
have conveyed the ſentiment of a deference for 


the ſex with half the effect. 
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Juſt heaven ! for what wiſe reaſons haſt thou 
ordered it, that beggary and urbanity, which are 
at ſuch variance in other countries, thould find a 
way to be at unity in this ? a 

—] inſiſted upon preſerving him with a ſingle 
ſous, merely for his pliteſſe. 

A poor little dwarfiſh britk fellow, who ſtood o- 
ver againſt me in the circle, putting ſomething firſt 
under his arm, which had once been a hat, took 
his ſnuff- box out of his pocket, and generouſly 
offered a pinch on both ſides of him: It was a 
gift of conſequence, ard modeſtly declined 
The poor little fellow preſſed it upon them 
with a nod of welcomeneſ:—Prenez en—prenez, 
faid he, looking arother way, ſo they each took 
a pinch ——— Pity thy box ſhould ever want 
one ! ſaid I to myſelf ; fo I put a couple of ſous 
into it—taking a ſmall pinch out of his box, to 
enhance their value, as ] did it He felt the 
weight of the ſecond obligation more than that of 
the firſt—it was doing him an honour——the o- 
ther was only doing him a charity and 
he made me a bow down to the ground for it. 

- Here! ſaid I to an old ſoldier with 
ore hand, who had been campaigned and worn 
out to death in the ſervice——here's a couple of 
ſous for thee — ive le Roi ! ſaid the old 
ſoldier. 

I had then but three ſous left: ſo I gave one, 
ſimply pour *lamour de dieu, which was the footing 
on which it was begged The poor woman had 
a diſlocated hip; ſo it could not be well, upon 
any other motive, 

Mon cher et tres charitable Menſieur There is 
no oppoſirg this, ſaid I. 
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My Lord Ang loi. the very ſound was worth 
the money ſo I gave ny laſt ſous for it.— 
But in the eagerneſs of giving I had overlooked a 
pauvre bonteux, who had no one to aſk a ſous for 
him, and who, I believed, would have periſhed, 
ere he could have aſked one for himſelf :——he 
ſtood by the chaiſe a. little without the circle, and 
wiped a tear from a face which I thought had 
ſeen better days—Good God ! ſaid I—and I have 
not one ſingle ſous left to give him—But you have 
a thouſand | cried all the powers of nature ſtirring 
within me—ſo I gave him—no matter what—l 
am aſhamed to ſay how much, now —and 
was aſhamed to think how little, then: So if 
the reader can form any conjecture of my diſpoſi- 
tion, as theſe two fixed points are given him, he 
may judge within a livre or two what was the 
preciſe ſum. 

I could afford nothing for the reſt, but Dicu 
vous benifſe—Et le bon Dieu vous beniſſe encore—= 
ſaid the old ſoldier, the dwarf, &c. The pauvre 
henteux could ſay nothing—he pulled out a little 
handkerchief, and wiped his face as he turned a- 
way—and I thought he thanked me more than 
them all, 


THE 
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THE DLDS: 


| AVING ſettled all theſe little matters, I 
: H got into my poſt-chaiſe with more eaſe 
| than ever I got into a poſt-chaiſe in my life; and 
Ia Fleur having got one large jack-boot on the 
E far fide of a little bide, “ and another on this (for 
I count nothwng of his legs) — he cantered 
| away before me as happy and as perpendicular as 
a prince 

But what is happineſs! what is grandeur 
in this painted ſcene of life: A dead aſs, before 
we had got a league, put a ſudden ſtop to La 
| Fleur's career—his bidet would not paſs by it 
| a contention aroſe betwixt them, and the poor 
fellow was kicked out of his jack-boots the very 
firſt kick. 

La Fleur bore his fall like a French Chriſtian, 
ſaying neither more or leſs upon it, than Diable ! 
ſo preſently got up and came to the charge again 
aſtride his bidet, beating him up to it as he would 
have beat his drum. 

The bidet flew from one ſide of the road to 
the other, then back again——then this way 
then that way, and in ſhort every way but by 
the dead aſs. La Fleur infiſted upon the 
thing—and the bidet threw him. 

What's the matter, La Fleur, ſaid I, with 
this bidet of thine ? Monſicur, ſaid he, eff 
un cheval le plus opiniatre du mende Nay, if 
he is a conceited beaſt, he muſt go his own way, 
replied I—fo La Fleur got off him, and giving 

| C 4 him 
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him a good ſound laſh, the bidet took me at my 
word, and away he ſcampered back to Monttiul. 
Pefte ! ſaid La Fleur. 

It 1s not mal a propos to take notice here, that 
though La Fleur availed himſcl{ but of two dif- 
ferent terms of exclamation in this encounter—— 
namely, Diatle ! and Peſfte ] that there are ne- 
vertheleſs three, in the French language ; like 
the poſitive, comparative, and ſuperlative, one 
or the other of which ſerve for every unexpected 
throw of the dice in liſe. 

Le Diable] which is the firſt and poſitive de- 
gree, is generally uſed upon ordinary emotions of 
the mind, where ſmall things only fall out con- 
trary to your expectations ſuch as the 
throwing orce doubletts———La Fleur's being 
kick'd off his horſe, and fo forth———cuckol- 


dom, for the ſame reaſcn, is alwayz——Le Di- 


able ! i 

But in caſes where the caſt has ſomething pro- 
voking in it, as ia that of the bidet's running 
away after, and leaving La Fleur aground in 
jack- boots —it is the ſecond degree. 

It is then Peſſe / 

And for the third — — 

But here my heart is wrung with pity and fel- 
low- feeling, when I reflect what miſeries muſt 
have been their lot, and how bitterly ſo refined a 
people muſt have ſmarted, to have forced them 
upon the uſe of it.— 

Grant me, O ye powers which touch the 
tongue with eloquence in diſtreſs whatever 
is my caſt, grant me but decent words to exclaim 
in, and I will give my nature way. 

But as theſe were not to be had in France, I 

reſolved 
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reſolved to take every evil juſt as it befel me 
without any exclamation at all. 

La Fleur, who had made no ſuch covenant 
with himſelf, followed the bidet with his eyes till 
it was got out of ſight————and then, you may 
imagine, if you pleaſe, with what word he cloſ- 
ed the whole affair, 

As there was no hunting down a frightened 
horſe in jack-boots, there remained no alterna- 
tive but taking La Fleur either behind the chaiſe, 
or into it. 

[ preferred the latter, and in half an hour we 
got to the poſt-houſe at Nampont. 
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NAMPONT. 


THE DEAD A 88. 


ND this, ſaid he, putting the remains of a 

cruſt into the wallet —and this ſhould 
have been thy portion, ſaid he, hadſt thou been 
alive to have ſhared it with me. I thought by 
the accent, it had been an apoſtrophe to his child; 
but *twas to his aſs, and to the very aſs we had 
ſeen dead in the road, which had occaſioned 
La Fleurs miſadventure. The man ſeemed to 
lament it much; and it inſtantly brought into 
my mind Sancho*s lamentation for his; but 
he did it with more true touches of na- 
ture. 

The mourner was fitting upon a ſtone bench 
at the door, with the aſs's pannel and its bridle 
on one ſide, which he took up from time to time 
then laid them down —looked at 
them, and ſhook his head. He then took his 
cruſt of bread out of his wallet again, as if to 
eat it; held it ſome time in his hand —then 
laid it upon the bit of the aſs's bridle look- 
ed wiſtfully at the little arrangement he had made 
—and then gave a = 

The ſimplicity of his grief drew numbers 
about him, and La Fleur amongſt the reſt, whilſt 
the horſes were getting ready; as I contimied ſit- 

ting 
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ting in the poſt-chaiſe, I could ſee and hear over 
their heads. 

He ſaid he had come Jaſt from Spain, 
where he had been for the furtheſt borde:s of 
Franconia; and had got ſo far on his return 
home, when his aſs died. Every one ſeemed de- 
ſirous to know what buſineſs could have taken fo 
old and poor a man fo far a journey from his own 
home. 

It had pleaſed Heaven, he ſaid, to bleſs him 
with three ſons, the fineſt lads in all Germany ; 
but having in one week loſt wo of them by the 
ſmall-pox, and the youngeſt falling ill of the 
ſame diſtemper, he was afraid of being bereft of 
them all; and made a vow, if Heaven would not 
take him from him alſo he would go in gratitude 
to St. Iago in Spain. 

When the mourner got thus far in his ſtory, 
- ſtopped to pay nature her tribute——and wept 

itterly. | 

He ſaid Heaven had accepted the conditions; 
and that he bad ſet out from his cottage with this 
poor creature, who had been a patient partner 
of his journey ——that it had eat the ſame 
bread with Rim all the way, and was unto him 
as a friend, | | 

Every body who ſtood about, heard the poor 
fellow with concern La Fleur offered him 
money The mourner ſaid he did not want 
it it was not the value of the aſs 
dut the loſs of him The als, he ſaid, he 
was aſſured loved him and upon this told 
them a long ſtory of a miſchance upon their 
paſſage over the Pyrenean mountains which had 
ſeparated them from each other three days; du= 


ring which time the aſs had fought him as much 
| as 
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as he had ſought the aſs, and that they had nei. 
ther ſcarce eat or drank till they met. 

Thou haſt one comfort, friend, ſaid I, a 
leaſt in the loſs of thy poor beaſt: I am ſure 
thou haſt been a merciful maſter to him. 
Alas! ſaid the mourner, I thought ſo, when he 
was alive==—but now he is dead I think other- 
wiſe.—l fear the weight of myſelf and my afflic- 
tions together have been too much for him 
they have ſhortened the the poor creature's days, 
and I fear I have them to anſwer for. Shame on 
the world! ſaid I to myſelf—Did we love each 
other, as this poor ſoul but loved his aſs— t would 
be ſomething.— 


N A M- 
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NAMPONT. 


THE POSTIL LION. 


| HE concern, which the poor fellows 
: ſtory threw me into, required ſome at- 
| tention : the poſtillion paid not the leaſt to it, 
| but ſet off upon the pave in a full gallop. 

| The thirſtieſt ſoul in the moſt ſandy deſert of 
| Arabia could not have wiſhed more for a cup 
of cold water, than mine for grave and quiet 
| movements; and I ſhould have had an high 
opinion of the poſtillion had he but ſtolen off 
| with me in ſomething like a penſive pace—On 
the contrary, as the mourner finiſhed his la- 
mentation, the fellow gave an unfeeling laſh to 
each of his beaſts, and ſet off clattering like a 
* thouſand devils, 

Il called to him as loud as I could, for heaven's 
* ſake to go ſlower—and the louder | called the 
more unmercifully he galloped.— The deuce take 
him and his galloping too—ſfaid I—he'll go on 
tearing my nerves to pieces till he has worked me 
into a fooliſh paſſion, and then he*ll go ſlow, that 
I may enjoy the ſweets of it, 

The poſtillion managed the point to a mi- 
| racle: by the time he had got to the foot of a 
| ſteep hill about a league from Naimpont,—he 
had put me out of temper with him—and then 
with myſelf, for being ſo. 


My 
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My caſe then required a different treatment ; 
and a good rattling gallop would have been of 
real ſervice to me— 

— Then, prithee get on—get on, my good 
lad, ſaid I. : F So 

The poſtillion pointed to the hill—I then tried 
to return back to the ſtory of the poor German 
and his aſs—but I had broke the clue—and could 
no more get into it again, than the poſtillion 
could get into a trot.— 

— The deuce go, ſaid I with it all! Here am 
I ſitting candidly as diſpoſed to make the beſt of 
the worſt, as ever wight was, and all runs 
counter. | 

There is one ſweet lenitive at leaſt for evils, 
which nature holds out to us; ſo I took it kindly 
at her hands, and fell aſleep; and the fiſt 
word which arouſed me was Amiens. 

— Bleſs me ! ſaid I, rubbing my eyes—this is 
the very town where my poor lady 3s to come. 


AMI NS. 
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AMIENS, 


when the Count de L***'s poſt-chaiſe, 
ith his ſiſter in it, drove haſtily by : ſhe had 
juſt time to make me a bow of recognition 
and of that particular kind of it, which told me 
ſhe had yet not done with me, She was as good 
as her look, for, before I had quite finiſhed my 
ſupper, her brother's ſervant came into the room 
with a billet, in which ſhe ſaid ſhe had taken the 
liberty to charge me with a letter, which I was to 
preſent myſelf to Madame R*** the firſt morning 
| had nothing to do at Paris. There was only 
added, ſhe was ſorry, but from what penchant 
ſhe had not conſidered, that ſhe ſtill been pre- 
vented telling me her ſtory—that ſhe ſtill owed 
it me; and if my route ſhould ever lie through 
Bruſſels, and I had not then forgot the name of 
Madame de L*** that, Madame de 
L* would be glad to diicharge her obli- 
gation, a 
Then Iwill meet thee, ſaid I, fair ſpirit at 
Bruſſels— tis only returning from Italy thro? Ger- 
many to Holland, by the route of Flanders, home 
—'twill ſcarce be ten poſts out of my way; but 
were it ten thouland ! with what a moral delight 
will it crown my journey , in ſharing in the 
ſickening incidents of a tale of milery told » 
y * 


T HE words were ſcarce ont of my mouth, 
w 
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by ſuch a ſufferer ? to ſee her weep! and though 
I cannot dry up the foutain of her tears, what 
an exquiſite ſenſation is there ſtill left, in wiping 
them away from off the cheeks of the firſt and 
faireſt of women, as I'm fitting with my hand- 
kerchief in my hand in ſilence the whole night 
beſide her. | 

There was nothing wrong in the ſentiment, 
and yet I inſtantly reproached my heart with 
it in the bittereſt and moſt reprobate of ex- 
preſſions. 

It had ever, as I told the reader, been one of 
the ſingular bleſſings of my life, to be almoſt 
every hour of it miſerably in love with ſome 
one; and my laſt flame happening to be blown 
out by a whiff of jealouſy on the ſudden turn 
of a corner, I had lighted it up afreſh at the 
pure taper of Eliza about three months before 
ſwearing as I did it, that it ſhould laſt 
me through the whole journey Why ſhould 
I diſſemble the matter? I had ſworn to her 
eternal fidelity ſhe had a right to my whole 
heart to divide my affections was to leſſen 
them to expoſe them was to riſk them: 
where there is a riſk, there may be loſs—— 
and what wilt thou have, Yorick ! to anſwer to 
a heart ſo full of truſt and confidence ſo good, 
fo gentle, and unreproaching 2 
I will not go to Bruſſels, replied I, inter- 
rupting myſelf but my imagination went 
on I recalled her looks at that crifis of our ſe- 
paration when neither one of us had power to (ay, 
Adieu. I looked at the picture ſhe had ied in 
a black ribband about my neck-——and bluſh-d 
as I looked at it—I would have given the world 


to. have kiſſed it, but was aſhamed. . 
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fhall this tender flower, ſaid I, preſſing it be- 
tween my hands ſhall it be ſmitten to its very 
root—and ſmitten, Yorick! by thee, who haſt 
promiſed to ſhelter it in thy breaſt ? 

Ficrnal fountain of happineſs? ſaid I, kneeling 
down upon the ground—be thou my witneſs— 
and every pure ſpitit which taſtes it, be thou my 
witneſs alſo, that I would not travel to Bruſſels, 
unleſs Eliza went along with me, did the road 
lead me towards heaven. 

In tranſports of this kind, the heart, in ſpite of 
the underſtanding, will always ſay too much, 


THE 
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THE LETTER, 


AMIENS, 
ORTUNE had not ſmiled upon La 


Fleur; for he had becn un ſucceſstul in his 
feats of chivalty— and not one thing h: offert 
to ſignalize his zeal for my 'ervice from the time 
he had entered into it, which was almoſt four 
and twenty hours. The poor ſoul burned «ith 
impatience; and the Count de L***Fs ſervant 
coming with the letter, being the firſt practical 
occaſion which offered, Le Fleur had laid hold 
of it; and in order to do honour to his maſter, 
had taken him into a back parlour in the àu— 
berge, and treated him with a cup or two of the 
beſt wine in Picardy ; and the Count de L***'s 
ſervant in return, and not to be behind in politene!: 
with La Fleur, had taken him back with him to 
the Counts hotel. La Fleur's prevenancy (for 
there was a paſſport in his very looks) ſoon ſet 
every ſervayt in the kitchen at eaſe with him; 
and as a Frenchman, whatever be his talents, 
has no ſort of prudery in ſhewing them, La Flevr, 
in leſs than five minutes, had pulled out his fiſe, 
and leading off the dance himſelf with the fit 
note, ſet the fille de chambre, the maitre d' hotel, 
the cook, the ſcullion, and all the houſhold, dogs 
and cats, beſides an old monkey, a dancing: 

ſuppole 


— 
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yppoſe there never was a merrier kitchen ſince 
e flood. 

. de L***, in paſſing from her bro- 
er's apartments to her own, hearing ſo much 
iy below ſtairs, rung her fille de chambre to 
k about it; and hearing it was the Engliſh 
entleman's ſervant who had ſet the whole houſe 
ery with his pipe, ſhe ordered him up. 

As the poor fellow could not preſent himſelf 
mpty, he had loaded himſelf in going up ſtairs 
ith a thouſand compliments to Madame de 
za, on the part of his maſter added a 
ns apocrypha of inquiries after Madame de 
s health told her, that Monſieur his 
aſter was audeſeſpoire for her re-eſtabliſhment 
om the fatigues of her journey—and to cloſe 
|, that Monſieur had received the letter which 
ladame had done him the honour—And he has 
ne me the honour, ſaid Madame de L***, 
errupting La Fleur, to ſend a billet in return? 
Madame de L“ & had ſaid this with ſuch a 
Ine of reliance upon the fact, that La Fleur 
id not power to diſappoint her expectations 
 trembled for ny honour—and poſſibly might 
dt altogether be unconcerned for his own, as a 
an capable of being attached to a Maſter who 
ud be wanting en egards vis a vis d'une 
nme; ſo that when Madame de L*** aſked 
a Fleur if he had brought a letter—O guous, 
d La Fleur: So laying down his hat upon the 
ound, and taking hold of the flap of his right 
le pocket, with his left hand, he began to 
arch for the letter with his right—then con- 
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h y-wiſe—Diable then ſought every pocket 
1 pocket by pocket, round, not forgetting his 
e —Feſte then La Fleur emptied them upon 


the 
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the floor—pulled out a dirty cravat=a handk-r JM '" 
chieſ—a comb—whip laſh—a nightcap=hy a 
gave a peep into his hat—Quille etourderie ! He Jn 4 
had left the letter upon the table in the Auberge— nd | 
he wouid run for it, and be back with it in three otte 
minutes, in- 

I had juſt finiſhed my ſupper when La Pleu ell— 
came in io give me an account of his adv WF: tf 
ture: He told the whole ſtory ſimply as it was: As 
and only added, that if Monſieur bad forza 
(far hazird) to anſwer Madame's leiter, the 
arrangement gave him an opportunity to recover 
the faux pai—and if not, that things were only 
as they were. 

Now I was not altogether ſure of my etiquette, 


whether I ought to have wrote or no; but if ] 1 
had—a devil himſelf could not have been 2. e 
1 Twas but the officicus zeal of a well- la 
meaning creature for my honour ; and however ocke 
he might have miſtook the road or embat-. et- 
raſſed me in ſo doing—his heart was in no fault e ta 
Il was under no receſſity to write — and h em 
weighed more than all—he did not look as if | he 
he had done amiſs. wa / 

— Tis all very well, La Fleur, ſaid I.— IVa firſt 
ſufficient. La Fleur flew out of the room lle eps f 


lightening, and returned with pen, ink, and 
555 in his hand; and coming up to the table, 
laid them cloſe before me, with ſuch a delight 
in his countenance, that I could not help takiny 
up the pen. 

I begun and begun again; and though | hs 
nothing to ſay, and that nothing might babe 
been expreſſed in half a dozen lines, I made bal 
a dozen different beginnings, and could no wi! 
leaſe myſelf. 


In 
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jn ſhort. I was in no mood to write. 


Is Fleur ſtept out and brought a little water 
q in a glaſs to dilute my ink—then fetched ſand 
ea ſeal-wax—It was all one: I wrote and 
4 lotted, and tore off, ard burnt, and wrote a- 


uin Le Diable Pemporte / ſaid I, half to my. 
l cannot write this ſelf ſame letter; throw- 
g the pen down deſpairing as I ſaid it. 

As ſoon as I had caſt down the pen, La Fleur 
dranced with the moſt reſpeQful carriage up to 
he table, and making a thouſand apologies for 
e liberty he was going to take, told me he had 
letter in his pocket wrote by a drummer in his 
giment to a corporal's wife, which he durſt 
, would ſuit the occaſion, 

bad a mind to let the poor fellow have his 
umour—'Then prithee, ſaid I, let me ſee it. 
Fleur inftantly pull'd out a livle dirty 
cket· book cramm'd full of ſmall letters and 
let doux in a ſad condition, and laying it upon 
e table, and then untying the ſtring which held 
em all together, run them over one by one, 
he came to the letter in queition La 
ela! ſaid he, clapping his hands; fo unfolding 
brit, he laid it before me, and retired three 
lues from the table whilſt I read it. 
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THE LETTER. 


Map AME, 


J E ſuis penetre de la douleur la plus vive, e 
reduit en meme temps au deſeſpoir par ce 
retour imprevu du Corporal, qui rend notre en- 
trevue de ce ſoir la choſe du monde la plus impo- 
ſible. 

Mais vive la joie ! et toute la mienne ſera de 
penſer a vous. 


L'amour reſt rien ſans ſentiment. I 
Et le ſentiment eſt encore mains ſans amoir. 
On dit qu'on ne doit jamais ſa deſeſperer. d 


On dit auſſi que Monſieur le Corporal monte tt 
la garde Mecredi: Alors ceferamontour. 


w 

Chacun a ſon tour. x 0 

| la) 

En attendant=———Vive l'amour! et vive h ic 
bagatelle! fa 
Je ſuis, MA DAM, 

Avec toutes le ſentiments les plus | fol 


reſpecteux et le plus tende tel 
tout a vous, 


TAQUES RO 


It was but changing the Corporal into the 


Count and ſaying nothing about mount 
guar 
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guard on Wedneſday—and the letter was neither 
right or wrong—ſo to gratify the poor fellow, 
who ſtood trembling for my honour, his own, 
and the honour of his letter—-l took the cream 
gently off it, and whipping it up in my own way 
——| ſealed it up and ſent him with it to Ma- 
dame de L****5——2—and the next morning we 
purſued our journey to Paris. 


oo 3 I By 


HEN a man can conteſt the point by 
dint of equipage, and carry all on floun- 
dering before him with half a dozen lackies, 
and a couple of cooks— tis very well in ſuch a 
place as Pariz—he may drive in at which end of 

nc ll the ſtreet he will. 

A poor prince who is weak in cavalry, and 
whoſe whole infantry does not exceed a ſingle 
man, had beſt quit the field; and ſignalize him- 
ſelf in the cabinet, if he can get up into it—T 
lay up into it—for there is no deſcending perpen- 

eu dicular amongſt 'em with a Me worci mes en- 
fans” here I ar—whatever many may think. 
I own my firſt ſenſations, as ſoon as I was left 
ſolitary and alone in my own chamber in the ho- 
tel were far from being fo flattering as I bad pre- 
figured them, I walked up z:avely to the win- 
dow in my duſty black coat, and looking through 
the glaſs ſaw all the world in yellow, blue, and 
green, running at the ring of pleaſure.— The old 
with broken lances, and in helmets which had 5 
their 
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their vizards the young in armour bright 
which ſhone like gold, be-plumed with each gay 
feather of the eaſt—all—a)l tilring at it like faf. 
cinated knights in tournaments of Cots, for fame 
and love. 

Alas, poor Yorick ! cried I, what art thoy 
doing here? On the very firſt onſet of all this 
glittering clatter, thou art reduced to an atom— 
ſeek—ſeek ſome winding ally, with a tourniquet 
at the end of it, where chariot never rolled or 
flembeaux ſhot its rays—there thou mayeſt ſolace 
thy ſoul in converſe ſweet with ſome kind gri/ſet 
of a barber's wife, and get into ſuch coteries !— 

May I periſh ! if I do, faid I pulling out 
the letter which I had to preſent to Madame de 
R Tul wait upon this lady the very firſt 
thing I do. So I called La Fleur to go ſeek me 
a barber directly and come back and bruſh my 


coat, 


THE 
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HEN the barber came, he abſolutely 
refuſed to have any thing to do with my 
wig: * Twas either above or below his art: 1 
had nothing to do, but to take one ready made 
of his own recommendation. 

—But I fear, friend ! ſaid I, this buckle won't 
ftand.—You may immerge it, replied he, into 
the ocean, and it will ſtand. . 

W hat a great ſcale is every thing upon in this 
city] thought I The utmoſt ſtretch of an Eng- 
liſh periwig-maker's ideas could have gone no 
further than to have“ dipped it into a pail of 
water“ What difference ! ?tis like time to eter- 
nity. 

| confeſs I do hate all cold conceptions as Ido the 
puny ideas which engender them; and am gene- 
rally ſo ſtruck with the great works of nature, 
that for my own part, if I could help it, I never 
would make a compariſon leſs than a mountain 
at leaſt. All that can be ſaid againſt the French 
ſublime in this inſtance of it, is this————that 
the grandeur is more in the word; and leſs in the 
thing. No doubt the ocean fills the mind with 
vaſt ideas, but Paris being ſo far inland, it was 
not likely I ſhould run poſt a hundred miles out 
of it, to try the experiment—the Pariſian barber 
meant nothing. 

The pail of water ſtanding beſide the great 
deep, makes certainly =: a ſorry figure in ſpeech 


0 
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— but *twill be ſaid—it has one advantage—ti 
in the next room, and the truth of the buckle 
may be tried in it without more ado, in a ſingle 
moment, * 

In honeſt truth, and upon a more candid revi- 
ſion of the matter, T he French expreſſion proſeſſe; 
more than it performs. 

I think I can ſee the preciſe and diſtinguiſhing 
marks of national characters more in theſe non- 
ſenſical minutie, than in the moſt important mat- 
ters of ſtate; where great men of all nations 
talk and ſtalk ſo much alike, that I would not 
give nine-pence to chuſe among them. 

I was ſo long. in getting from under my bar- 
ber's hands, that it was too late of thinking of 
going with my letter to Madame R***# that 
night: But when a man is once dreſſed at all 
points for going out, his refleQions turn to little 
account, ſo taking down the name of the Hotel 
de Modene where I lodged, I walked forth 
without any determination where to go—l ſhall 
conſider of that, faid I, as I walk along. 
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THEFUL'SE 


F ARS. 


AI L, ye ſmall ſweet courteſies of life, for 

ſmooth do ye make the road of it !—like 
grace and beauty which beget inclinations to love 
at firſt ſight; 'tis ye who open this door and let 
the ſtranger in. 

—Pray, Madame, faid I, have the goodneſs 
to tell me which way I muſt turn to go to the 
Opera comique ;—Moſt willingly, Monſieur, ſaid 
ſhe, laying aſide her work— 

I had given a caſt with my cye into half a do- 
zen ſhops as I came along in ſearch of a face not 
likely to be diſordered by ſuch an interruption — 
till at laſt, this hitting my fancy I had walked in. 

She was working a pair of ruffles as ſhe ſat in a 
* chair, on the far ſide of the ſhop facing the 

00 — 

Tres veluntiers; moſt willingly, ſaid ſhe, lay- 
ing her work down upon a chair next her, and ri- 
ſing up from the low chair ſhe was ſitting in, 
with fo chearful a movement and ſo cheartul a 
look, that had I been laying out fifty louis d'ors 
with her, I ſhould have ſaid—** This woman is 
“ grateſul.“ 

You muſt turn, Mos ſieur, ſaid ſhe, going with 
me to the door of the ſhop, and pointing the way 
down the ſtreet | was to take——vou muſt turn 
firſt to your left hard—mcf's freneg gardo—there 
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are two turns; and be ſo good as to take the ſe. 
cond—then go down a little way and you will ſce 
a church, and when you are paſt it, give yourſelf 
the trouble to turn directly to the right, and 
that way will lead you to the foot of the pont neuf, 
which you muſt croſs— and there, any one will 
do himſelf the pleaſure to ſhew you— 

She repeated her inſtructions three times over 
to me with the ſame good natured patience the 
third time as the firſt and if tones and manner, 
have a meaning, which certainly they have, un- 
leſs to hearts which ſhut them out—ſhe ſcemed 
really intereſted, that I ſhould not loſe myſelt. 

I will not ſuppoſe it was the woman's beauty, 
notwithſtanding ſhe was the handſomeſt griſſet, 1 
think, I ever ſaw, which had much to do with 
the ſenſe I had of her courteſy?®; only I remember, 
when I told her how much | was obliged to her, 
that I looked very full in her eyes,—and that! 
repeated my thanks as often as ſhe had done her 
inſtructions. 

I had not got ten paces from the door, before 
I found I had forgot every tittle of what ſhe had 
ſaid—ſo looking, and ſeeing her ſtill ſtanding in 
the door of the ſhop as if to look whether I went 
right or not—l returned back, to aſk her whether 
the firſt turn was to the right or left—for that! 
had abſolutely forgot—ls it poſſible ! ſaid ſhe, 
half laughing. —— Tis very poſſible, replied I, 
when a man is thinking more of a woman, than 
of her good advice. 

As this was real truth—ſhe took it, as every 
woman takes a matter of right, with a flight 
courteſy. 

—Attendez ! ſaid ſhe, laying her hand upon 
my arm to detain me, whilſt ſhe called a lad out 


of 
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of the back ſhop to get ready a paicel of gloves, 
am juſt going to ſend him, ſaid ſhe, with a 
packet into that quarter, and it you will have the 
complaifance to ſtep in, it will be ready in a mo- 
ment, and he ſhall attend you to the place—So 1 
walked in with her to the far ſide of the ſhop, and 
taking up the ruffle in my hand which ſhe laid up- 
en the chair, as if I had a mind to fit, ſhe fat 
down herſelf in her low chair, and I inſtantly ſat 
my ſelf down b ſide her. 

— He will be ready, Monſieur, ſaid ſhe, in a 
moment—And in that moment, replied I, moſt 
willingly would I fay ſomething very civil to you 
for all theſe courteſies. Any one may do a caſual 
act of good nature, but a continuation of them 
ſhews it is a part of the temperature ; and certain- 
ly, added I, if it is the ſame blood which comes 
from the heart, which deſcends to the extremes 
(touching her wriſt} I am fure you muſt have 
one of the beſt pulſes of any woman in the world 
—Feel it, ſaid ſhe, holding out her arm. So 
laying down my hat, I took hold of her fingers 
in one hand, and app lied the two fore-fingers of 
my cther to the artery— 

— Would to heaven! my dear Eugenius, thou 
hadſt paſſed by, and beheld me fitting in my 
black coat, and in my lack-a-day- ſical manner, 
counting the thorbs of it, one by one, with as 
much true devotion as if I had been watching the 
critical ebb or flow of her fever—How wouldſt 
thou have laughed and moralized upon my pro- 
feſſion ?—and thou ſhouldſt have laughed and 
moralized on—Truſt me, my dear Eugenius, I 
ſhould have ſaid, “ there are worſe occupations 
* in this world than feeling a woman's pulſe,” — 
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But oh Gtiſſet's]! thou wouldſt have ſaid—ang 
in an open ſhop ! Yorick— 
—So much the better: For when my views 


are direct, Eugenius, I care not if all the world 
faw me feel it. 


THE HUSBAND. 


PAS 44% 


HAD counted 20 pulſations, and was going on 
I faſt towards the fortieth, when her huſband 
coming unexpected from a back parlour into the 
ſhop, put me a little out in my reckoning 
Twas nobody but her huſband, ſhe ſaid— ſo 
began a freſh ſcore—Monſieur is ſo good, quoth 
ſhe, as he paſſed by us, as to give himſelf the 
trouble of feeling my pulſe---The huſband took 
off his hat, and making a bow, ſaid, 1 did him 


too much honour---and having ſaid that, he put 


on his hat and walked out. 

Good God! faid I to myſelf, as he went out 
—and can this man be the huſband of this wo- 
man ? 

Let it not torment the few who know what 
muſt have been the grounds of this exclamation, 
if I explain it to thoſe who do not. 

In London a ſhopkeeper and a ſhopkeeper's 


wife ſeem to be one bone and one fleſh ; In the 
ſeveral 
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ſeveral endowments of mind and body, ſometimes 
the one, ſometimes the other has it, ſo as in ge- 
neral to be upon a par, and totally with each o- 
ther as nearly as man and wife need to do. 

In Paris, there are ſcarce two orders of beings 
more different : For the legiſlative and executive 
powers of the ſhop not reſting in the huſband, he 
ſeldom comes there----in ſome dark and diſmal 
room behind, he fits commerceleſs in his thrum 
night-cap, the ſame rough ſon of Nature that Na- 
ture left him. 

The genius of a people where nothing but the 
monarchy is /alique, having ceded this depart- 
ment, with ſundry others, totally to the women 
—by a continual higgling with cuſtomers of all 
ranks and ſizes from morning to night, like fo 
many rough pebbles ſhook long together in a bag, 
by amicable colliſions they have worn down their 
aſperities and ſharp angles, and not only become 
round and ſmouth, but will receive, ſome of 
them, a poliſh like a brilliant---Monfieur le Mars 
is little better than the ſtone under your foot 

—Surely—ſurely, man |! it is not good for thee 
to ſit alone thou wert made for ſocial inter- 
courſe and gentle greetings, and this improve- 
ment of our nature from it, I appeal to, as my 
evidence. | 
And how does is beat, Monſieur ? ſaid 
ſhe.------With all the benignity, ſaid I, looking 
quietly in her eyes, that I expected She 
was going to ſay ſomething civil in return-—--but 
the lad came into the ſhop with the gloves---—A 
Proper, ſaid I; I want a couple of pair myſelf. 
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LT 88S BS LOVES 


TARTS 


HE beautiful Griſſet roſe up when I (aid 
this, and going behind the counter, reach- 
ed down a parcel and untied it: I advanced to 
the ſide over againſt her : they were all too large, 
The beautiful Grifſet meaſured thera one by one 
acroſs my hand—It would not alter the dimenſi- 
ons———She begged I would try a ſingle pair, 
which ſeemed to be the leaſt—She held it open 
—my hand ſlipped into it at once—lt will not 
do, ſaid I, ſhaking my head a little—No, ſaid 
the, doing the ſame thing. 

There are certain combined looks of ſimple ſub- 
tlety where whim, and ſenſe, and ſeriouſ- 
- neſs, and nonſenſe, are ſo blended, that all the 
languages of Babel ſet looſe together could not 
expreſs them they are communicated and 
caught ſo inſtantaneouſly, that you can ſcarce ſay 
which party is the infecter. I leave it to your 
men of words to ſwell pages about it—it is enough 
in the preſent to ſay again, the gloves would nct 
do; ſo folding our hands within our arms, we 
both lolled upon the counter—it was narrow, 
and there was juſt toom for the parcel to lay be- 
tween us. | 

The beautiful Griſſet looked ſometimes at the 
gloves, then ſide-ways to the window, then at 
the gloves——and then at me. I was not di- 
poſed to break ſilence I followed her example: 
So I locked at the gloves, then to the W * 

then 
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then at the gloves, and then at her—and ſo on 
alternately. 

| found I loſt conſiderably in every attack— 
ſhe had a quick black eye, and ſhot through two 
ſuch long and filken eyelaſhes with ſuch penetra- 
tion, that ſhe looked into my very heart and reins 
Alt may ſeem ſtrange, but I could actually 
feel ſhe did | 

It is no matter, ſaid I, taking up a conple of 
the pairs next me, and putting them into my 
pocket. 

| was ſenſible the beautiful Griſſet had not 
aſked above a ſingle livre above the price—l 
wiſhed ſhe had aſked a livre more, and was puz- 
zling my brains how to bring the matter about— 
Do you think, my dear fir, ſaid ſhe, miſtaking 
my embarraſſment, that I could aſk a ſous too 
much of a ſtranger and of a ſtranger whoſe 
politeneſs, more than his want of gloves, has done 
me the honour to lay himſelf at my mercy ?— 
Mn croyex capable ?——PFaith! not I, ſaid I; 
and if you were, you are weſcome So counting 
the money into her hand, and with a lower bow 
than one generally makes to a ſhopkeeper's wife, 
I went out, and her lad with his parcel followed 
me. 
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THE TRANSLATION. 
PARIS. 


HERE was no body in the box I was let 
into, but a kindly old French officer. I 
love the charaQer, not only becauſe I honour 
the man whoſe manners are ſoftened by a profeſ- 
ſion which makes bad men worſe ; but that I 
once knew one for he is no more——and 
why ſhould I not reſcue one page from violation 
by writing his name in it, and telling the world 
it was Captain Tobias Shandy, the deareſt of my 
flock — friend, whoſe philantrophy I never 
think of at this long diſtance from his death—but 
my eyes guſh out with tears. For his ſake, I 
have a predileQion for the whole corps of vete- 
rans; and ſo I ſtrode over the two back rows of 
benches, and placed myſelf beſide him. 

'The old officer was reading attentively a ſmall 
pamphlet, it might be the book of the opera, 
with a large pair of ſpeQtacles. As ſoon as I fat 
down, he took his ſpeQtacles off, and putting 
them into a ſhagreen caſe, returned them and 
the book into his pocket together: I half roſe up, 
and made him a bow. 

Tranſlate this into any civilized language in the 
world—the ſenſe is this: 

« Here's a poor ſtranger come into the box 
« he ſeems as if he knew nobody; and is 
& never likely, was he to be ſeven years in Pa- 
& ris, if every man he comes near keeps his ſpec- 
« tacles upou his noſe—'tis ſhutting the door of 

conver- 
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* converſation abſolutely in his face—and uſing 
« him worſe than a German.” 

The French officer might as well have ſaid it 
all aloud ; and if he had, I ſhould in courſe have 
ut the bow I made him into French too, and 
told him, “ I was ſenſible of his attention, and 
* returned him a thonſand thanks for it.“ 

There is not a ſecret ſo aiding to the progreſs 
of ſociality, as to get maſter of this ſhort hand, 
and be quick in tendering the ſeveral turns of 
looks and limbs, with all their infleQiors and de- 
lineations, into plain words, For my own part, 
by long habitude, I do it ſo mechanically, that 
when I walk the ſtreets of London, I go trarſla- 
ting all the way, and have more than once ſtood 


behind in the circle, where not three words have 


been ſaid, and have brought off twenty different 
dialogues with me, which I could have fairly; 
wrote down and ſworn to. 

I was going one evening to Martini's concert at 
Milan, and was juſt entering the door of the 
hall, when the Marqueſina di FF** was coming, 
out in a ſort of a hurry—ſhe was almoſt upon me 
before I ſaw her; ſo I gave a ſpring to one fide 
to let her paſs———She had done the ſame, and 
on the ſame ſide too; ſo we ran our heads toge-- 
ther: She inſtantly got to the other ſide to get 
out: I was juſt as unfortunate as ſhe had been, 
for I had ſprung to that ſide, and oppoſed her 
paſſage again—We both flew together to the: 
other ſide, and then back—and fo on—it was ri- 
diculous; we both bluſhed intolerably: ſo I did 
at laſt the thing I ſhvul4i have done at firſt---I 
ſtood Rock ſtill, and the Marqueſina had no more 
difficulty, I had no power to get into the room, 


till Lhad made. her ſo much reparation as to wait 
and: 
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and follow her with my eye to the end of the 
paſſage---She looked back twice, and walked 
along it rather ſide-ways, as if ſhe would make 
room for any one coming up ſtairs to paſs her--- 
No, ſaid I---that is a vile tranſlation : The Mar- 
queſina has a right to the beſt apology I can 
make her : And that opening is left for me to do 
it in---ſo I ran and begged pardon for the embar- 
raſſment I had given her, ſaying it was my in- 
tention to have made her way. She anſwered, 
ſhe was guided by the ſame intention towards me 
---{o we reciprocally thanked. each other, She 
was at the top of the ſtairs; and ſeeing no chi- 
cheſbee near her, | begged to hand her to her 
coach---ſo we went down the ſtairs, ſtopping at 
every ſtep to talk of the concert and the adven- 
ture---Upon my word, Madame, ſaid I, when! 
had handed her in, I made fix different efforts to 
let you go out---And I made ſix efforts, replied 
ſhe, to let you enter---I wiſh to Heaven you 
would make a ſeventh, ſaid I With all my 
heart, ſaid ſhe, making room Life is too ſhort 
to be long about the forms of it—ſo I inftantly 
ſtepped in, and ſhe carried me home with her--- 
And what became of the concert, St. Cecilia, 
who, I ſuppoſe, was at it, knows more than l. 
I will only add, that the connection which 
aroſe out of that tranſlation, gave me more plea- 
fure than any one I had the honour to make in 


Italy. 


THE 
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THE D WAX F. 


„„ 


HAD never heard the remark made by any 

one in my life, except by one; and who 
that was, will probably come out in this chap- 
ter; ſo that being pretty much unprepoſſeſſed, 
there muſt have been grounds for what ſtruck me 
the moment I caſt my eyes over the Parterre 
and that was, the unaccountable ſport of nature 
in forming ſuch numbers of dwarts—No doubt, 
ſhe ſports at certain times in almoſt every corner 
of the world; but in Paris, there is no end to 
her amuſements The goddeſs ſeems almoſt 
as merry as ſhe is wiſe. 

As I carried my idea out of the opera comique 
with me, I meaſured every body I ſaw walking 
in the ſtreets by it Melancholy application! 
eſpecially where the ſize was extremely little 
the face extremely dark—the eyes quick—the 
noſe long—the teeth white—the jaw prominent 
—to ſee ſo many miſerables, by force of acci- 
dents driven out of their own proper claſs into 
the very verge of another, which it gives me 
pain to write down—every third man a pigmy ? 
—ſome by ricketty heads and hump backs ;— 
others by bandy legs—a third ſet arreſted by the 
hand of Nature in the ſixth and ſeventh years of 
their growth a fourth, in their perfect 
and natural ſtate, like dwarf apple-trees ; from 
the firſt rudiments and ſtamina of their exiſtence, 
never meant to grow higher, 

A medical 
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A medical traveller might ſay, *tis owing to 
undue bandages—a ſplenetic one, to want of air 
Hand an inquiſitive traveller, to fortify the ſy{- 
tem, may meaſure the height of their houſes- 
the narrowneſs of their ſtreets; and in how few 
feet ſquare in the ſixth and ſeventh ſtories ſuch 
number of the Bourgeoiſie eat and ſleep together; 
but I remember, Mr. Shandy the elder, who ac- 
counted for nothing like any body elſe, in ſpeak- 
ing one evening of theſe matters, averred that 
children, like other animals, might be increaſed 
almoſt to any ſize, provided they came right into 


the world; but the miſery was, the citizens of 


Aris were ſo cooped up, that they had not aQu- 


ally room enough to get them----I do not call it 


getting any thing ſaid he--- *tis getting nothing 
----Nay, continued he, riſing in his argument, 
getting worſe than nothing, when all you have 
got, after twenty, or five and twenty years of the 
tendereſt care and moſt nutricious aliment be- 
ſtowed upon it, ſhall not at laſt be as high as my 
leg. Now. Mr. Shandy being very ſhort, there 
could be nothing more ſaid upon it. 

As this is not a work of reaſoning, I leave the 
ſolution as I found it, and content myſelf with 
the truth only of the remark, which is verified 
in every lane and by-lane of Paris. I was walk- 
ing down that which leads from the Carouſal to 
the Palais Royal, and obſerving a little boy in 
ſome diſtreſs at the ſide of the gutter, which ran 
down the middle of it, I took hold of his hand, 
and helped him over. Upon turning up his face 
to look at him after, I perceived he was about 
forty---- Never mind, ſaid I; ſome good body 
will do as much for me when I am ninety.. 

I feel ſome little principles within me, * 

E incline 
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incline me to be merciful towards this poor blight- 
ed part of my ſpecies, who have neither ſize or 
ſtrength to get on in the world----I cannot bear to 
ſee one of them trod upon; and had ſcarce got 
ſeated beſide my old French officer, ere the diſ- 
guſt was exerciſed, by ſeeing the very thing hap- 
pen under the box we ſat in. 

At the end of the orcheſtra, and betwixt that 
and the firſt ſide-box, there is a (mall eſplanade 
left, where when the houſe is full, numbers of 
all ranks take ſanctuary. Though you ſtand, as 
in the parterre, you pay the ſame price as in the 
orcheſtra. A poor 1 being of this or- 
der had got thruſt ſomehow or other into this 
luckleſs place----the night was hot, and he was 
furrounded by beings two feet and a half higher 
than himſelf. The dwarf ſuffered inexpreſſibly 
on all ſides; but the thing which incommoded 
him moſt was a tall corpulent German, near ſe- 
ven feet high, who ſtood direaly between him 
and all poſſibility of ſeeing either the ſtage or the 
actors. The poor dwarf did all he could to get 
a peep at what was going forwards, by ſeeking for 
ſome little opening betwixt the German's arm and 


| his body, trying firſt one ſide, then the other; 


but the German ſtood ſquare in the moſt uncom- 
modating poſture that can be imagined-----the 
dwarf might as well have been placed at the bot- 
tom of the deepeſt draw-well in Paris; ſo he ci- 
villy reached up his hand to the German's ſleeve, 
and told him his diſtreſs----The German turned 
his head bac k, looked down upon him as Goliah 
did upon David----and unfeelingly reſumed his 
poſture | 

I was juſt then taking a pinch of ſnuff out of 
my Monk's little horn box----And how would by 
me 
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meek and courtecus ſpirit, my dear Monk l & 
tempered to bear and forbear /—how ſweetly 
would it have lent an ear to this poor ſoul's com- 
plaint ! | 

The old French officer ſeeing me lift up my 
ey with an emotion, as I made the apoſtrophe, 
took the liberty to aſk me what was the matter 
—I told him the ſtory in three words, and ad- 
ded, how inhuman it wes. 

By this time the Dwarf was driven to ex- 
tremes, and in his firſt tranſports, which are gene- 
rally unreaſonable, had told the German he 
would cut off his long queue with his knife — 
The German locked back cooly, and told him 
he was welcome, if he could reach it. 

An injury ſharpened by an inſult, be it to 
wlo it will, makes every man of ſentiment a 
Party ; I could have leaped out of the box to 
have tedreſſed it.—T he old French officer did it 
with much leſs confuſion ; for leaning a little 
over, and nodding to a centinel, and pointing at 
the ſame time with his finger to the diſtreſs—the 
centinel made his way up to it There was 
no occaſion to tell the grievance—the thing told 
itſelf; ſo thruſting back the German inſtantly 
with his muſket—he took the poor Dwarf by the 
hand, and placed him before him— This is no- 
ble! faid |, clapping my hands together — And 
yet you would not permit this, ſaid the old offi- 
cer, in England. 

In England, dear Sir, ſaid I, we fit all 
at our eaſe. 

'The old French officer would have ſet me at 
unity with myſelf, in caſe I had been at vari- 
ance, — by ſaying it was a bon mot and as a ben 
mot is always worth ſomething at Paris, he of- 


fered me a pinch of ſnuff. 
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THE ROSE 


FA R19S. 


T was now my turn to aſk the old French 

officer © What was the matter?“ tor a cry 
ot * Flauſſez les mains, Monſieur Þ Abbe,” re- 
echoed trom a dozen different parts of the par- 
terre, was as unintelligible to me, as my apo- 
ſtrophe to the monk had been to him. 

He told me, it was ſome poor Abbe in one 
of the upper loges, who he ſuppoſed had got 
planted per du behind a couple of griſſets in 
order to ſee the opera, and that the parterre 
eſpying him, were inſiſting upon his holding up 
both his hands during the repreſentation.— And 
can it be ſuppoſed, ſaid I, that an eccleſiaſtic 
would pick the Griſſet's pockets? The old 
French officer ſmiled, and whiſpering in my 
ear, opened a door of knowledge which I had no 
idea of 

Good God!] ſaid I, turning pale with aſtoniſh- 
ment—is it poſſible, that a people ſo ſmit with 
ſentiment ſhould at the ſame time be ſo unclean 
and fo unlike themſelves Quelle groſſterte |! 
added J. 

The French officer told me, it was an illibe- 
ral Sarcaſm at the church, which begun in the 
theatre about the time the Tartuffe was given in 
it, by Moliere—but like other remains of Go- 
thic manners, was declining—F very nation, con- 
tinued he, have their refinements and greſſiertes, 

in 
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in which they take the lead, and loſe it of one 
another by turns——that he had been in moſt 
countries, but never 4n one where he found not 
ſome delicacies, which others ſeem to want: 
Le poUR, et le conTRE ſe trouvent en chaque 
atien; there is a balance, ſaid he, of good and 
bad every where; and nothing but the knowing 
it is ſo can emancipate one half of the woild 
from the prepoſſeſſions which it holds againſt 
the other that the advantage of travel, as it 
regarded the ſavoir vivre, was by ſeeing a great 
deal both of men and manners; it taught us 
mutual toleration ; and mutual toleration con- 
cluded he, making me a bow, taught us mu- 
tual love. 

The old French officer delivered this with an 
air of ſuch candour and good ſenſe, as coin- 
cided with my firſt favourable impreſſion of his 
character—I thought I loved the man; but | 
ſear I miſtook the object twas my own way of 
thinking—the difference was, I could not have 
expreſſed it half fo well. 

It 1s alike troubleſome to both the rider and 
his beaſt—if the latter goes pricking up his ears, 
and ſtarting all the way at every object which he 
never ſaw before -I have as little torment of this 
kind as any creature alive; and yet I honeſtly 
confeſs, that many a thing gave me pain, and that! 
bluſhed at many a word the firſt month which 
I found inconſequent and perfectly innocent the 
ſecond. 

Madame de Rambouliet after an acquaintance 
of about ſix weeks with her, had done me the 
honour to take me in her coach about two 
leagues out of town—Of all women, Madame 
de Rambouliet is the moſt correct; and I mw 
Wi 
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wiſh to ſee one of more virtues ard purity of 
heart—In our return back, Madame de Ram- 
bouliet deſired me to pull the cord—l aſked her if 
ſhe wanted any thing—Rzen que piſſer, ſaid Ma- 
dame de Rambouliet. 

Grieve not, gentle traveller, to let Madame 
de Rambouliet p—ſs on- And, ye fair 
myſtic nymphs! go each one pluck your roſe, 
and ſcatter them in your path—for Mz2dame de 
Rambouliet did no more—T handed Madame de 
Ramboul.et out of the coach; aud had I been 
the prieſt of the chaſte CasTALI1A, I could not 
have ſerved at her fountain with a more reſpeQful 
decorum, 


END OF PART 1 
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THE 


FILLE DE CHAMBRE. 


9 PARIS. 
| HAT the old French officer had deli- 
; vered upon travelling, bringing Poloni- 


zus's advice to his ſon upon the ſame ſubject in- 
to my head—and that bringing in Hamlet; and 
Hamlet, the reſt of Shakeſpear's works, I ſtop- 


Fed at the Quai de Conti in my return home, to 
Purchaſe the whole ſet. 


The bookſeller ſaid he had not a ſet in the 
ond Comment / ſaid I; tab ing one up out of 
ſet which lay upon the counter betwixt us 


He 
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He ſaid, they were ſent him only to be got bound 
and were to be ſent back to Verſailles in the 
morning to the Count de B* KX. 

And does the Count de B**#, ſaid I, read 
Shakeſpear ? C. un Eſpirit fort, replied the 
bookſeller.— He loves Engiiſh books; and wha 
is more to his honour, Monſieur, he loves the 
Engliſh too. You ſpeak this ſo civilly, {aid , 
that it is enough to oblige an Engliſhman to lay 
out a Louis d'or or two in your ſhop the 
bookſeller made a bow, and was going to f 
ſomething, when a young decent girl of about 
twenty, who by her air and dreſs ſeemed to he 
fille de chambre to ſome devout woman of faſhion, 

came into the ſhop and aſked for Les Fgarmni: 
de Cœur & deP Eſprit : the bookſeller gave he: 
the book directly ; ſhe pulled out a little green 
ſattin purſe run round with a ribband of the tame 
colour, and putting her finger and thumb into it, 
ſhe took out the money, and paid for it. As[ 
had nothing more to ſtay me inthe ſhop, we both 
walked out at the door together. 
Ss And what have you to do, my dear, 
ſaid I, with T he Wanderings of the Heart, who 
ſcarce know yet you have one? nor til] love 
has firſt told you it, or ſome faithleſs ſhepherd 
has made it ache, can'ſt thou ever be {ure it 1 
ſo—Le Dieu men garde ! ſaid the girl. With 
reaſon, ſaid I, for if it is a good one, it is a p- 
ty it ſhould be ſtolen : it is a little treafure to 
thee, and gives a better air to your face, than it 
it was dreſſed out with pearls. 

The young girl liſtened with a ſubmiſſive at. 
tention, holding her ſattin purſe by its ribband 
in her hand all the time—It is a very ſmall one, 
ſaid I, taking hold of the bottom of it ſhe bel 
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+ towards me—and there 1s very little in it, my 
der, ſaid I 3 but be but as good as thou art 
handſome, and heaven will fill it: I had a par- 
cel of crowns in my hand to pay for Shakeipear, 
and as ſhe had let go the purſe entirely, I put a 
ſingle one in; and tying up the ribband in a bow- 
knot, returned it to her. 

The young girl made me a more humble cour- 
teſy than a low one —it was one of thoſe quiet, 
thankful ſinkings where the ſpirit bows itſelt 
down—the body does no more than tell it. I 
rever gave a girl a crown in my life which gave 
me halt the pleaſure. 

My advice, my dear, would not have been 
worth a pin to you, ſaid I, if 1 had not given 
this along with it : but now, when you ſee the 
crown, you will remember it---------- ſo do not, 
my dear, lay it out in ribbands. 

Upon my word, Sir, ſaid the girl, earneſtly, 
[ am incapable—in ſaying which, as is uſual in 
little bargains of honour, ſhe gave me her hand 
An verite, Monſieur, je mettrai cet argent apart, 
laid ſhe, 

When a virtuous convention is made betwixt 
man and woman, it ſanctifies their moſt private 
walks: ſonotwithſtanding it was duſky, as both 
our roads lay the fame way, we made no ſcruple 
ot walking along the Quai de Conti together, 

She made me a ſecond curtſy in fetting off, 
and before we got twenty yards from the door, 
is it ſhe had not done enough before, ſhe made 
== of a little ſtop to tell me again—ſhe thank- 
ed me, 

It was a ſmall tribute, I told her, which I 
could not avoid paying to virtue, and would not 
be miſtaken in the per ſon I had been rendering it 

to 
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to for the world---but I ſee innocence, my dear, 
in your face—and foul befal the man whoever 
lays a ſnare in its way. 

The giri ſeemed affected ſome way or other 
with what I faid---ſhe gave a low ſigh---I found 
I was not empowered to enquire at all after it 
ſo ſaid nothing more till I got to the corner of 
the Rue de Nerves, where we were vo part, 

---But is this the way, my dear, ſaid I, to the 
hotel de Modene? She told me it was---or, that 
I might go by the Rue de Guineygaude, which 
was the next turn Then I will go, my dear, 
by the Rue de Guineygaude, ſaid I, for two rea- 
ſons ; firſt I ſhall pleaſe myſelt, and next I ſhill 
give you the protection of my company as far cn 
your way as I can. The gil was ſenſible I was 
civil------and ſaid, ſhe wiſhed the hotel de Mo- 
dene was in the Rue de Si. Pierre.-----You live 
there? ſaid ].----She told me ſhe was file 
chambre to Madame R Good God! fad 
I, it is the very lady for whom I have brought 
a letter from Amiens------The girl told me that 
Madame R#*#*# ſhe believed, expected a ftrai- 
ger with a letter, and was impatient to fee him 
-—ſo I deſired the girl to preſent my compliments 
to Madame R**#*#, and ſay I would certain 
wait upon her in the morning. 

We ſtood ſtill at the corner of the Rue de 
Nerves whilſt this paſſed-----We then ſtopped a 
moment whilſt ſhe diſpoſed of her Fgarment: de 
Cezur, &c. more commodiouſly than cartying 
them in her hand- they were two volumes; fo | 
held the ſecond for her whilſt ſhe put the firſt into 
her pocket ; and then ſhe held her pocket, and! 
put the other in after it. 
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u is ſweet to feel by what fine-ſpun threads out 
affections are drawn together. 

We ſet off a-freſh, and as ſhe took her third 
ſep, the girl put her hand within my arm was 
juſt bidding her—but ſhe did it of herſelf, with 
that undeliberating ſimplicity, which ſhewed it 
was out of her head that ſhe had never ſeen me 
before. For my own part, I felt the conviction 
of conſanguinity ſo ſtrongly, that I could not 
help turning half-round to look in her face, and 
ſee if I could trace out any thing init of a fami- 
ly likeneſs Tut! ſaid I, are not we all relati- 
ons ? 

When we arrived at the turning up cf the Rue 
de Guineyyaude, I ſtopped to bid her adieu for 
good and all: the girl would thank me again for 
my company and kindneſs She bid my adieu 
twice I repeated it as often; and ſo cordial 
was the parting between us, that bad it happened 
any where elſe, I am not ſure but I ſhould have 


ſigned it with a kiſs of charity, as warm and holy 


az an apoſtle, | 
But in Paris, as none kiſs each other but tlie 
men-! did, what amounted to the ſame thing 
—T bid God bleſs her. 
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THE PASS POR . 


XI 


HEN I got home to my hotel, La Fleur 
told me I had been enquired after by the 
Lieutenant de Police------ The deuce take it, ſaid 
I-II know the reaſon: It is time the reader 
ſhould know it, for in the order of things in 
which 1t happened, it was omitted, not that it 
was out of my head ; but that had I tokd it then, 
it might have been forgot now---and now is the 
time I want it. 

T had left London with fo much precipitation, 
that it never, entered my mind that we were at 
war with France, and had reached Dover, and 
looked through my glaſs at the hills beyond Bou- 
logne, before the idea preſented itſe!f ; and with 
this in its train, that there was no getting there 
without a paſsport. Go but to the end of a 
ſtreet, I have a mortal averſion for returning 
back no wiſer than J ſet out; and as this was 
one of the greateſt efforts I had ever made for 
knowledge, I could leſs bear the thoughts of it: 
ſo hearing the Count de ***had hired the pac- 
ket, I begged he would take me in his ite. 
The Count had ſome little knowledge of me, x 
made 
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made little of no difficulty 3 Warn 


inclination to ſerve me could reach no further 


than Calais; as he was to return by way of Bruſ- 
ſels to Paris: however, when I had once paſſed 


there, I might get to Paris without interruption ; 
but that in Paris I muſt make friends and ſhift 
fir myſel{---Let me get to Paris, Monſieur le 


Count, ſaid I---and 1 ſhall do very well. So I 
embarked and never thought more of the mat- 


ter. 


into my room to tell me the ſame thing, with 
this addition to it, that my paſſport had been 
particularly aſked after: the maſter of the hotel 
concluded with ſaying, he hoped I had one.---not 
|, fanh ! ſaid I. 

The maſter of the hotel retired three ſteps 
from me, as from an infeQted perſon, as I de- 
clared this—and poor La Fleur advanced three 
ſteps towards me, and with that fort of move- 
ment which a good ſoul makes to ſuccour a diſ- 
ra one the fellow won my heart by it; and 
rom that ſingle trait, I knew his character as 
perfectly, and could rely upon it as firmly, as 
if he had ſerved me with fidelity for ſeven 
years. 

Mon ſeignior, cried the maſter of the hotel 
but recolleQting himſelf as he made the ex clama- 
tion, he inſtantly changed the tone of it If Mon- 
ſieur, ſaid he, has not a paſſpert (apparamert) in 
all Iikelihood he has friends in Paris who can 
procure him one—Not that I know of, quoth I, 
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When La Fleur told me the Lieutenant de 
Police had been enquiring after me- the thing 
inſtantly recurred------and by the time La Fleur 
had well told me, the maſter of the hotel came 
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with an air of indifference Then certes, re. 

plied he, you will be ſent to the Baſtile, or the 

Chatelet, au moins, Poo! (aid J, the King of 
France is a good-natured ſoul—he will kurt no- 
| body. Cela n' empec be pas, ſaid he—you will 
certainly be ſent to the Baſtile to-morrow morn- 
ing---But I have taken your lodgings for a month, 
anſwered I, and I will not quit them a day be- 
| fore the time for all the kings of France in the 
world. La Fleur whiſpered in my ear, That 
nobody could oppoſe the King of France. 

emu . 

| Pardi, ſaid my hoſt, ces Meſſieurs Anglais ſort 
des gens tres extraordinaires---and having both 
ſaid and ſworn it---he went out. 


; THE 


r SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


—_ TNT. MS 


The Hor EL at PARIS. 


COULD not find in my heart to torture 

La Fleur's with a ſerious look upon the ſub- 
jet of my embarraſſment, which was the reaſon 
| had treated it fo cavalierly : And to ſhew him 
how light it lay upon my mind, I dropt the ſub- 
je& entirely ; and whilſt he waited upon me at 
ſupper, talked to him with more than uſual gai- 
ty about Paris, and of the opera comique 
La Fleur had been there himſelt, and had fol- 
lowed me through the ſtreets as far as the book- 
ſellei's ſhop ; but ſeeing me come out with the 
young fille de chambre, and that we walked down 
the Quai de Conti together, La Fleur deemed it 
unneceflary to follow me a ſtep further ſo 
making his own reflections, upon it, he took a 
ſhorter cut-—and got to the hotel in time to be 
informed of the affair of the police againſt my 
arrival. | 

As ſoon as the honeſt creature had taken away, 
and gore down to ſup himſelf. I then began to 
think a little ſerious about my ſituation. 
| And here, I know, Eugenius, thou 
wilt ſmile at the remembrance of a ſhort dialogue 
which paſſed betwixt us the moment I was go- 
ing to ſet out---] muſt tell it here. 

Eugenius, knowing that I was as little ſubject 
10 be overburthened with money as thought, had 
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drawn me aſide to interrogate me how much | 
had taken care for; upon telling him the exa8 
ſum, Eugenius ſhook his head, and ſaid it would 
not do; fo pulled out his purſe in order to empty 
it into mine ;---I have enough in conſcience, Fu. 
genius, ſaid J. Indeed, Yorick, you have 
not, replied Evgenius---I know France and Italy 
better than you. But you do not conſider, 
Eugenius, faid I, refuſing his offer, that before 
I have been three days in Paris, I ſhall take care 
to ſay or do ſomething or other for which I ſhall 
get clapped up into the Baſtile, and that I ſhall 
Ive tucte a couple of months eniirely at the King 
of France's expence. I beg pardon, ſaid Eu- 
genius drily : really I had forgot that reſource. 

Now the event I treated gayly came ſeriouſly 

to my door. 
Is it folly, or nonchalance, or philoſophy, cr 
pertinacity or what is it in me, that after all, 
when La Fleur had gone down ſtairs, and I was 
quite alone, that I could not bring down my 
mind to think of it otherwiſe than I had then 
ſpoken of it to Eugenius? 

And as for the Baſtile! the terror is in the 
word---Make the moſt of it you can, ſaid I to 
myſelf, the Baſtile is but. another word for a 
tower, and a tower is but another word for a 
houſe you cannot get out of —— Mercy on the 
gouty ! for they are in it twice a year 
with nine livres a day, and pen and ink and pa- 
per and patience, albeit a man cannot get out, he 
may do very well within at leaſt for a month 


or ſix weeks; at the end of which, if he 154 
harmleſs fellow his innocence appears, and he 
comes out a better and wiſer man than he went 
In. | | | 


I had 
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I had ſome occaſion (I forget what) to ſtep 
into the court-yard, as I ſettled this account; 
and remember I walked down ſtairs in no ſmall 
triumph with the conceit of my reaſoning—— 
Beſhrew the ſombre pencil! ſaid | vauntingly 
for I envy not its powers, which paints the evils 
of life with ſo hard and deadly a colouring. The 
mind fits terrified at the objeas, ſhe has magni- 
fed herſelf, and blackened : reduce them to their 
proper ſige and hue ſhe overlooks them It 1s 
true, ſaid I, cortecting the propoſition the 
Baſtile is not an evil to be deſpiſed------but ſtrip 
it of its towers fill up the foſſe---unbarricade 
the doors call it ſimply a confinement, and 
ſuppoſe it is ſome tyrant of a diſtemper and not 
&f 2 man which hold you in t— ———the evil 
vaniſhes, and you bear the other halt without 
complaint. | | 

was interrupted in the hey-day of this ſolilo- 
quy, with a voice which I took to be of a child, 
which complained “ it could not get out,” ---[ 
looked up and down the paſſage, and ſeeing nei- 
ther man, woman, or child, I went out without 
further attention. 

In my return back through the paſſage, I 
heard the ſame words repeated twice over; and 
looking up, I ſaw it was a ſtarling hung in a lit- 
tle cage---** J cannot get out------I cannot get 
out,“ ſaid the ſtarling. 

I ſtood looking at the bird: and to every per- 
fon who came through the paſſage it ran flutter- 
ing to the fide towards which they approached it, 
with the ſame lamentations of its captivity—“ I 
* cannot get out,” ſaid the ſtarling God help 
thee ! ſaid I, but I will let thee out, coſt what it 
will; ſo 1 turned about the cage to get to the 
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door, it was twiſted and double twiſted ſo fat 
with wire, there was no gctting it open without 
pulling the cage to pieces—I took both hands to it. 

The bird flew to the place where I was at- 
tempting his deliverance, and thruſting his head 
through the treli's, preſſed his breaſt againſt it, 
as if impatient—l fear, poor creature ! ſaid I, | 
cannot ſet thee at liberty —“ No,” ſaid the far- 
ling“ ] cannot get out cannot get out,” ſaid 
the ſtarhing. 

| vow, I never had mv affections more tender. 
ly awakened; nor do | remember an incident in 
my life, where the diſſipated ſpirits, to which 
my reaſon had been a bubble, were ſo ſuddenly 
called home. Mechazica] as the notes were, vet 
ſo true in tune to nature were they chanted. tha! 
in cne moment they overthrew all my ſyſtematic 
reaſonings upon the Baſtile; and I heavily walked 
up ſtairs, unſaying every word I had ſaid in go- 
ing down them. 

Diſguiſe thyſelf as thou wilt, ſtill, ſlavery! 
faid I— ſtill thou art a bitter draught; and though 
thouſards in all ages have been made to drink of 
thee, thou art no leſs bitter on that account — 
It is thou, thrice ſweet and gracious goddels, ad- 
dreſſing myſelf to LIBERTY, whom all in pub- 
lic or in private worſhip, whoſe taſte is grateful, 
and ever will be ſo, till NATURE herſelf ſhall 
change—no tint of words can ſpot thy ſrowy 
mantle, or chymic power turn thy ſceptre into 
iron---with thee to ſmile upon him as he eats his 
cruſt, the ſwain is happier than his monarch, 
from whoſe court thou art exiled--- Gracious Hea- 
ven! cried I, kreeling down upon the laſt ſtep 
but one in my aſcent---grant me but health, thou 
great beſtower of it, and give me but this fair 


gcddeſs as my ccmpanion---and ſhower 1 
thy 
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thy mitres, if it ſeems good unto thy divine pro- 
vidence, upon thoſe heads which are aching for 


them. 


erer. 


| PARIS. 


HE bird in his cage purſued me into my 
room; I ſat down cloſe by my table, and 
leaning my head upon my hand, I began to fi- 
ture to myſelf the miſeries of confinement. I 
was in a right frame for it, and ſo I. gave full 
ſcope to my imagination. ey 

| was going to begin with the millions of my 
fellowecreatures born to no inheritance but fla- 
very; but finding however affecting the picture 
was, that I could not bring it near me, and that 


the multitude of ſad groups in it did but diſtract 


me 


him up in his dungeon, I then looked through 
the twilight of his grated door to take his picture. 

| beheld his body half waſted away with long 
expedtation and confinement, and telt what kind 
of ſickneſs of the heart it was which ariſes from 
hope deferred. Upon looking nearer I faw um 
pale and feveriſh: In thirty yezrs the weſtern 
breeze had not once fanned his biood---he had 
ſeen no ſun or moon in all that time nor had 
Es the 
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the voice of friend or kinſman breathed through 
his lattice his children 

But here my heart began to bleed--and! 

was forced to go on with another part of the 
portrait. 

He was fiiting upon the ground upon a little 
ſtraw, in the furtheſt corner of his dungeon, 
which was alternately his chair and bed: A little 
calendar of ſmall ſticks were laid at the head, 
notched all over with the diſmal days ard nights 
he had paſſed there he had one of theſe lit- 
tle ſticks in his hand, 'and with a ruſty nail he 
was etching another day of miſery to add to the 
heap. As I darkened the little light he had, he 
lifted up a hopeleſs eye towards the door, then 
caſt it down (hook his head, and went on 
with his work of affliction. I heard his chains 
upon his legs, as he turned his body to lay his 
little tick upon the bundle---he gave a deep ſigh 
I ſaw the iron enter into his ſfoul---I burſt into 
tears—I could not ſuſtain the piQure of confine- 
ment which my Fancy had drawn—I ſtarted up 
from my chair, and calling La Fleur, I bid him 
beipeak me a remiſe, and have it ready at the 
door of the hotel by nine in the morning. 

-I will go directly, ſaid I, myſelf to Mon- 
fieur Le Duke de Choiſeul. 

La Fieur would have put me to bed; but rot 
willing he ſhould ſee any thing upon my cheek, 
which would coſt the honeſt fellow a heart ache 
II told him I would go to bed by myſelt------ 
ahd bid him go do the ſame. 


THE 
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THE STARLING. 


[ 
e | 
ROAD ro VERSAILLES. 
e 
: GOT into my remiſe the hour I propoſed : 
: La Fleur got up behind, and I bid the coach- 
$ man make the beſt of his way to Verſailles. ' 


As there was nothing in this road, or rather 
nothing which I look for in travelling, I cannot 
fill up the blank better than with a ſhort hiſtory 
of this ſelf-ſame bird, which became the ſubje& 
of the laſt chapter. 

Whilſt the Honourable Mr, *** was wait- 
ing for a wind at Dover, it had been caught upon 
the cliffs betore it could well fly, by an Engliſn 
lad who was his groom ; who not caring to de- 
ſtroy it, had taken it in his breaſt into the pac- 
ket and by courſe of feeding it, and taking 
it once under his protection, in a day or two 
grew fond of it, and got it ſafe along with him 
10 Paris. 

At Paris the lad had laid out a livre in alittle 
cage for the ſtarling, and as he had little to do 
better the five months his maſter ſtayed there, 
he taught it in his mother's tongue, the four 
ſimple words (and no more) to which I 
owned myſelf ſo much its debtor. 

Upon his maſter's going on for Italy the lad 
had given it to the maſter ot the Hotel—But his 
little ſong for liberty, being in an unknown lan- 
guage at Paris the bird had little or no ſtore 
ſet by him ſo La Fleur bought buth him and 
his cage for me for a bottle of Burgundy. = 
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In return from Italy I brought him with me 
to the country in whoſe language he had learned 
his notes—and telling the ſtory of him to Lord 
A—, Lord A begged the bird of me——in a 
week Lord A gave him to Lord B--, Lord B 
made a preſent of him to Lord C, and Lord C's 
gentleman ſold him to Lord D's for a ſhilſing 
Lord D gave him to |.ord E—and fo on—half 
round the alphabet—From that rank he paſſed 
into the lower houſe, and paſſed the hands of as 
man) commoners-—£ But as all theſe want- 
ed to get in and my bird wanted to get out— 
he had almoſt as little ſtore ſet by him in London 
as in Paris. 

It is impoſſible but many of my readers muſt 
have heard of bim; and if any by more charce 
have ever ſeen him——1I beg leave to inform 
them, that that bird was my bird, or ſome 
vile copy ſet up to repreſent him. 

have nothing further to add upon him, but 
that from that time to this, I have borne this 
poor ſtarling as the creſt to my arms.—'l hus : 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 109 


And let the heralds officers twiſt his 
neck about if they dare, 


THE 
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THE ADDRESS. 


VERSAILLES. 


SHOPLD not like to have my enemy take 
I a view, of my mind, when I am going to 
alk prote non. of any man: For which reajon 1 
generally endeayvour to protect myſelf ; but this 
going to Monſieur Le duc de C was an 
act of compulſion had it been an act of choice, 
I ſhould have done it, I ſuppoſe, like other peo- 
le.. TI 
: How many mean plans of dirty addreſs, as | 
went along, did my ſervile heart form] 1 deſery- 
ed the Baſtile for every one of, them. 

Then nothing would ſerve me, when I get 
within ſight of Verſailles, but putting words and 
ſentences together, and conceiving attitudes and 
tones to wreath myſelf into Monſieur Le Duc de 
C 's good graces—T his will do—ſaid I— 
Juſt as well, retorted I again, as a coat carried 
up to him by an adventurous taylor, without 
taking his meaſure—Fool ! continued I—ſce 
Monſieur Le Duc's face firſt—obſerve what cha- 
racter is written in it; take notice in what poſ- 
ture he ſtands to hear you mark the turns and 
expreſſions of his body and limbs And for the 
tone—the firſt ſound which comes from tis lips 
will give it you; and from all theſe together you 
will compound an addreſs at once upon the ſpot, 
which cannot diſguſt the Duke the ingre- 
dients are his own, and moſt likely to go down. 


Well! ſaid I, I wiſh it well over owes 
ar 
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ard again! as if man do man was not equal, 
throughout the whole ſurface of the globe ; and 
in the field—why not face to face in the cabi- 
net too? And truſt me, Yorick, whenever it is 
not ſo, man is falſe to himſelf; and betrays his 
own ſuccours ten times, where nature does it 
once, Go to the Duc de C*** with the Baſtile 
in thy look—My lite for it, thou will be ſent back 
to Paris in half an hour, with an eſcort. 

| believe ſo, ſaid I---Then I will to the Duke, 


by heaven | with all the gaiety and debonairneſs 


in the world. | 
----And there you are wrong again, replied [ 
----A heart at eaſe, Yorick, flies into no ex- 
tremes---It is ever on its centre Well! well! 
cried I, as the coachman turned in at the gate 
----] find I ſhall do very well: And by the time 
he had wheeled round the court, and brought me 
upto the door, I found mylſelt ſo much the bet- 


ter for my own lecture, that I neither aſcended 


the ſteps like a victim to juſtice, who was to part 
with life upon the — nor did I mount 
them with a ſkip and a couple of ſtrides, as I do 
vhen I fly up, Fliza! to thee, to meet it 

As I entered the door of the ſaloon, I was met 
by a perſon who poſſibly might be the Maitre 
CHotel, but had more the air of one of the un- 
cer ſecretaries, who told me the Duc de C*** 
Vas buſy—I am utterly ignorant, ſaid I, of the 
forms of obtaining an audience, being an abſolute 
ſtranger, and what is worſe in the preſent con- 
juncture of affairs, being an Engiiſhman too. 


He replied, that it did not encreaſe the difficulty. 
- I ͤ made him a flight bow, and told him 1 


had ſomething of importance to ſay to Monſieur 


Le Duc. The ſecretary looked towards the 


ſtairs, 


r age oy; ce 22 rr oo Ad — — -. 
* y 5:2 an 93 7 133 " 0 — 4 — -— - 
- — 9 * © *. x pe 


= 
OI 


= oo 


—ů — $ 


— — 
_ | 


- 
=> - 2a-- 
— — 


112 SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY, 


ſtairs, as if he was about to leave me to carry up 
this account to ſome one—But I muſt not miſlead 
you, ſaid 1 for what I have to ſay is of ng 
manner of importance to Monſieur Le Duc de 
C#**** but of great importance to myſelf——. 
Ceſt une autre affaire, replied he Not at 
all, ſaid I, to a man of gallantry.—But pray, 
good fir, continued I, when can a ſtranger hope 
to have acceſſe? In not leſs than two hours, 
ſaid he, looking at his watch. The number of 
equipages in the court-yard ſeemed to juſtify the 
calculation, that I could have no nearer a proſ- 
peat and as walking backwards and forwards 
in the ſaloon, without a ſoul to commune with, 
was for the time as bad as being in the Baſtile u- 
ſelf, I inſtantly went back to my remi/e, and bid 
the coachman drive me to the cordon bleu, which 
was the neareſt Hotel. 

I think there 1s a fatality in it. ſeldom goto 
the place I ſet out for. 


LEPATTISSER 


VERSAILLES. 


EFORE I had got half-way down the ſtreet, 

'Þ I changed my mind: As I am at Verſailles, 
thought I, I might as well take a view of the 
town ; ſo I pulled the cord, and ordered the 
coachman to drive round ſome of the Principal 


firgets—T ſuppoſe the town is not very large, 
| al 
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ſaid I——The coachman begged pardon for ſet- 
ting me right, and told me it was very ſuperb, 
and that numbers of the firſt dukes and marqui- 
ſes and counts had hotels The Count de 
BEI, of whom the Bookſeller at the Quai de 
Conti had ſpoke ſo handſomely the night before, 
came inſtantly into my mind—And why ſhould 
I not go, thuught I, to the Count de BKA, 
who has ſo high an idea of Engliſh books, and 
Engliſhmen and tell him my ſtory? So J 
changed my mind a ſecond time In truth it was 
the third; for 1 had intended that day for Ma- 
dame RE*#*# in the Rue St. Pierre, and had de- 
voutly ſent her word by the fille de chambre that | 
would aſſuredly wait upon her but I am govern- 
ed by circumſtances—I cannot govern them; ſo 
ſeeing a man ſtanding with a baſket on the other 
ſide of the ſtreet, as if he had ſomething to ſell, 
| bid La Fleur go up to him, ard enquire for the 
Count's Hotel. 

La Fleur returned a little pale ;— and 
told me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis felling 
ate. It is impoſſible, La Fleur ! faid I. 
La Fleur could no more account for the phe- 
nomenon than myſelf ; but perſiſted in bis ſtory ; 
he had ſeen the croix ſet in gold, with its red 
ribhand, he faid, tied to his button-hole----and 
had looked into his baſket ard ſeen the fates 
Which the Chevalier was felling ; ſo conid not be 
miſtaken in that. 

Such a reverſe in a man's life av akens a bet- 
ter principle than curiofity : I could not help 
locking for ſome t1me at him as I ſat in the remi/e 
the more I looked at him---his cruix and his 
et, the ſtronger they wove themſclves into 
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my brain -I got out of the remiſe and went to. 
wards him. | 

He was begirt with a clean linen apron which 
fell below his knees, and with a ſort of a bib 
which went half way up his breaſt ; upon the 
top of this, but a little below the hem, hung his 
croix, His baſket of little pates was covered 
over with a white damaſk napkin; another of the 
ſame kind was ſpread at the bottom; and there 
was a look of Properte and neatneſs throughout; 
as much from appetite as ſentiment, 


- He made an offer of them to neither ; but 


ſtood ſtill with them at the corner of a Hotel for 
thoſe to buy who choſe it, without ſolicitation. 

He was about forty-eight---of a ſedate lock, 
ſomething approaching to gravity. I did not 
wonder, -I went up rather to the baſket than 
him, and having lifted up the napkin and taking 
one of his pates into my hand---I begged he would 
explain the appearance which affected me. 

He told me in a few words, that the beſt part 
of his life had paſſed in the ſervice, in which, 
after ſpending a ſmall patrimony, he had ob- 
tained a company and the croix with it ; bu! at 
the concluſion of the laſt peace, his regiment be- 
ing reformed, and the whole corps, with thoſe of 
ſome other regiments, left without any provi- 
ſion---he found himſelf in a wide world without 
friends, without a livve ————— and indeed, ſaid 
he, without any thing but this—— [pointing, as 
he ſaid it, to his croix]— | he poor Chevalier 
won my pity, and he finiſhed the ſcene, with 
winning my eſteem too, 

The king, he ſaid, was the moſt generous of 
princes, but his generoſity could neither relieve ot 


reward every one, and it was only his misfortune 
to 


., 
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to be amongſt the number. He had alittle wife, 
he ſaid, whom he loved, who did the patiſſeret ; 
and added, he felt no diſhonour in detending her 
and himſelf from want in this way---urleſs pro- 
ridence had offered him a better. 

It would be wicked to with-hold a pleaſure 
from the good, in paſſing over what happened to 
this roor Chevalier of St, Louis about nine 
months alter. 

t ſeems he uſually took his ſtand near the iron 
gates which led up to the palace, and as his croix 
had caught the eye of numbers, numbers had 
mede the ſame enquiry which I had done. He 
had told them the ſame ſtory, and always with 
ſo much modeſty and good ſenſe, that it had 
reached at laſt the king's ears---who hearing the 
Chevalier had been a gallant officer, and reſpec- 
ted by the whole regiment as a man of honour 
and integrity------he broke up his little trade by 
a penſion of fiftcen hundred livres a year. 

As I have told this to pleaſe the reader, I beg 
leave he will allow me to relate another out of 
ts order, to pleaſe myſelf—the two ſtories refle&t 
light upon each other,----and it is a pity they 
ſhould be parted, 
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THE SWORD. 


RENNES. 


HEN ſtates and empires have their pe- 

riods of declenſion, and feel in their 
ture what diſtreſs and poverty isl ſtop not to 
tell tre cauſes which gradually brought the 
houſe &E*** in Briany into decay. The 
Marquis &'E***# had fought up againſt his 
condition with great firmneſs ; wiſhing to pre- 
ſerve and ſtill ſhew to the world ſome little frag- 
ments of what his anceſtors had been—thcr 
indiſcretions had put it out of his power, There 
was enough left for the little ex igencies of h- 
rity—But he had two boys who looked up to 
him for /ght—he thought they deſerved it. He 
had tried his (word—it could not open the way— 
the mounting was too expenſive—and fimple 
cexconomy was not a match for it—there was no 
reſource but commerce. 

In any other province in France, ſave Britany, 
this was ſmiting the root for ever of the little 
tree his pride and affection wiſhed to fee te- 
bloſſom—But in Britany, there being a provi- 
| ſion for this, he availed himſelf of it ; and 
taking an occaſion when the ſtates were aſſembled 
at Rennes, the Marquis, attended with his two 
ſons, entered the court ; and having pleaded 
the right of an ancient law of the dutchy, which, 
though ſeldom claimed, he ſaid, was no leſs in 


force; he took his (word from his fide . 
Here 
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Here ſaid he take it; and be truſty guar- 
dians of it, till better times put me in condition 
to reclaim it. 

The prefident accepted the Marquis's {word--- 
he ſtayed a few minutes to ſee it depoſited in the 
archives of his houſe---and departed. 

The Marquis and his whole family embarked 
the next day for Martinico, and in about nincteen 
or twenty years of ſucceſsful application to buſi- 
neſs, with ſome unlooked-for bequeſt from diſ- 
tant branches of his houſe—returned home to 
reclaim his nobility and to ſupport it. 

It was an incident of good fortune which will 
never happen to any traveller, but a ſentimental 
one, that I ſhould be at Rennes at the very time 
of this ſolemn requiſition : I call it ſolemn 
it was ſo to me. 

The Marquis entered the court with his whole 
family: He ſupported his lady---his eldeſt ſon 
ſupported his ſiſter, and his youngeſt was at the 
other extreme of the line next his mother—he 
put his handkerchief to his face twice. 

There was a dead filence. When the Mar- 
quis had approached within ſix paces of the tri- 
bunal, he gave the Marchioneſs to his youngeſt 
lon, and advancing three ſteps before his family 
—-he reclaimed his ſword. —His ſword was given 
him, ard the moment he got it into his hand he 
crew it almoſt out of the ſcabbard—it was the 
ſhining face of a friend he had once given up-—he 
voked attentively a long time at it, beginning at 
the hilt: as if to ſee whether it was the ſame--- 
when obſervigg a little ruſt which it contracted 
near the point, be brought it near his eyes, and 
bending bis head down over it---I think ] ſaw a 
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tear fall upon the place: I could not be deceived 
by what followed. 


** I ſhall find, ſaid he, ſome other way, to ret 
When the Marquis had ſaid this, he returned 
his ſword into its ſcabbard, made a bow to ths 


guardian of it---and, with his wife and dauglner 
and his two ſons following him walked out, 


THE PASSPORT. 


VERSAILLES. 


bed D no Difficulty in getting admit- 
4 tance to Monſieur Le Count de B***, The 
ſet of Shakeſpear's was laid upon the table, and 
he was tumbling them over. I walked vp de 
to the table, and giving firſt ſuch a look at the 
books as to make him conceive I knew what they 
wer?--] told him I had come without any one to 
preſent me, knowing I thou} meet with a friend 
in his apartment, who, I truſted, would do it for 
me---it is my countryman the great Shakeſpear, 
ſaid I, pointing to his works---et avez la bante, 
mon cher ami, apoſtrophizing his ſpirit, added |, 
de me faire cet honneur la. | 

The Count ſmiled at the ſingularity of the in- 
troduction; and ſeeing I 8 a little pale and 
ſickly, inſiſted upon my taking an arm chair; 
ſol ſat down; and to fave him conjeCtures upon 
a viſit ſo out of all rule, told him ſimply of 


the incident in the bockſeller's ſhop, and oy 
tha 
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hat had impelled me rather to go to him with the 
tory of a little embarraſſment I was under, than 
toany other man in France—And what is your 
embarraſſment z let me hear it, ſaid the Count. 
do told him the ftory juſt as I have told it the 
reader. 

And the maſter of my hotel, ſaid I, as J 
corcluded it, will needs have it, Monſieur le 
Count, that I ſhall be ſent to the Baſtile—but 1 
have no apprehenſions, continued I—for in falling 
into the hands of the moſt poliſhed people in 


the world, and being conſcious I was a true 


man, and not come to ſpy the nakedneſs of 
the land, I ſcarce thought I lay at their mercy, 
-t does not ſuit the gallantry of the French, 
Monſieur le Count, ſaid I, to ſhew it againſt 
nvalids, 

An animated bluſh came into the Count de 
Bs cheeks, as I ſpoke this —— Ne 
raignez rien—dc not fear ſaid he—Indeed I do 
not, replied I again—beſides, continued I, a 
little ſportingly —I have come laughing all 
the way trom London to Paris, and I do not 
think Monſieur le duc de Choiſeul is ſuch an 
enemy to mirth, as to ſend me back crying for 
my pains, 

—My application to you, Monſieur le Compte 
de BE*** (making him a low bow) is to deſire 
he will not, 

The Count heard me with great good nature, 
or I had not faid half as much and once or 
twice ſaid C'eſt bien dit. So I reſted my cauſe 


there——and determined to ſay no more about 
it 


The Connt led the diſcourſe : we talked of 
indifferent things; of books and politicks, of 
men 
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men—and then of women Gad bleſs them all | 
ſaid I, after much diſcourſe about them—there 
is not a man upon earth who loves them ſo much 
as I do: after all the foibles I have ſeen, and all 
the ſatires I have read againſt them, till I love 
them, being firmly perſuaded that a man who 
has not a ſort of an affection for the whole ſex, 
is incapable of ever loving a ſingle one as he 
ought. 

Heb bien Monſieur P Anglois, ſaid the Count, 
gatly—You are not come to ſpy the 2akedneſs of 
the land—l believe you—n#i encore I dare (ay, 
that of our women if par hazard, they fell 
in your way that the proſpect would not 
affect you. | 

I have ſomething within me which cannot bear 
the ſhock of the leait indecent inſinuation: in 
the ſportability of chit-chat I have often endea- 
voured to conquer it, and with infinite pain have 
hazarded a thouſand things to a dozen of the ſex 
together—the leaſt of which I could not venture 
to a ſingle one, to gain heaven. 

Excuſe me, Monſicur Le Compte, ſaid I—as 
"1 for the nakedneſs of your land, if I ſaw it, | 
ſhould caſt my eyes over it with tears in them 
1 —and for that of your women (bluſhing at the 
| idea he had excited in me) I am ſo evangelical in 
q this and have ſuch a fellow-leeling for whatever 
0 is weak about them, that I would cover it with 
N a garment, if I knew how to throw it on But 
I conld wiſh, continued I, to ſpy the nakedreſs 
of their hearts, and through the different diſ. 
guiſes ot cuſtoms, climates, and religion, find 
out what is good in them, to faſhion my own by 
and therefore am I come, , 
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t is for this reaſon, Monſieur le Compte, con- 
inued I, that I have not ſeen the Palais royal 
dot the Luxembourg—nor the Facade of the 
the Louvre—nor have attempted to ſwell the 
catalogues we have of pictures, ſtatues, and 
churches —— I conceive every fair being as 
z temple, and would rather enter in, and ſee 
the original drawings and looſe ſketches hung 
up in it, than the transfiguration of Raphael 
ſelf, 

The thirſt of this, continued I, as impatient 
25 that which inflames the breaſt of the connoiſ- 
ſeur, has led me from my own home into France 
—and from France will lead me through Italy— 
it is a quiet Journey of the heart in purſuit of 
NATURE, and thoſe affections which riſe out 
of her, which make us love each other—and the 
world, better than we do. 

The Count ſaid a great many civil things to 
me upon the occaſion : and added very politely , 
how much he ſtood obliged to Shakeſpear for 
making me known to him—but, apropos, ſaid 
he—tho* Shake ſpear is full of great things—He 
forgot a ſmall punctilio of announcing your 
name it puts you under a neceſſity of 
coing it yourſelt. 


THE 
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HERE is not a more perplexing affair in life 
to me, than to ſet about telling any one 
who I am----for there is icarce any body I can- 
not give a better account of than of myſelf; and! 
have often wiſhed I could do it in a ſingle word--- 
and have an end of it. It was the only time ard 
occaſion in my life, I could accompliſh this to my 
purpoſe------ for Shakeſpear lying upon the table, 
and recolle ing I was in his books, I took up 
Hamlet, and turning immediately to the grave- 
diggers ſcene in the fifth act, I layed my finger 
upon YORICK, and advancing the book to the 
Count, with my finger all the way over the name 
Me, Voiet! ſaid J. 

Now whether the idea of poor Yorick's {kull 
was put out of the Count's mind, by the rez/ity 
of my own, or by what magic he could drop a pe- 
riod of ſeven or eight hundred years, makes no- 
thing in this account------ it is certain the French 


conceive better than they combine---I wonder at | 


nothing in this world, and the leſs at this; inal- 
much as one of the firſt of our own church, tor 
whoſe candour and paternal ſentiments [ have the 
higheſt veneration, fell into the ſame miſtake in 


the very ſame caſe------* He could not bear, he 


&© ſaid, to look into ſermons wrote by the king ot 
© Demark's jeſter,”--------Good, my lord! ſaid 
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but there are two Yoricks. The Yorick 
vour lordſhip thinks of, has been dead and buried 
eight hundred years ago; he flouriſhed in Hor- 
wendillus's court------ the other Yorick is myſelf, 
who have flouriſhed, my lord, in no court----He 
ſhook his head----Good God | ſaid I, you might 
45 well 3 Alexander the Great, with Al- 
exander the Copper-{mith, my lord-----It was all 


cre, he replied------ 
If Alexander king of Macedon could have 
tranſlated your lordſhip, ſaid I-----I am ſure your 


lordſ};ip would not have ſaid fo. 

The poor Count de B**#* fell but into the ſame 
error. 

Et, Monſieur, eft il Toric“? cried the 
Count.--- Fe le ſuis, ſaid I. -Von 2---Mci---Mat 
qui at Honne ur de vous parler, Mos ſieur le Compe 
en Dieu ! ſaid he, embracing me- Vous eres 
Frick. | 

The Count inſtantly put the Shakeſpear into 
his pocket=---and left me alone in his room. 
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CES FAST URT. 


VERSAILLES 
J COULD not concieve why the Count de B* * 


had gone fo abruptly out of the room, any 
more than ] could conceive why he had put the 
Shakeſpear into his pocket—Myſteries which mu? 
explain themſelves, are not worth the loſs cf time, 
which a conjeclure about them takes up it wa 
better to read Shakeſpear; fo taking up, Much 
Ado about Nothing,” I tranſported my ſelf in- 
ſtantly from the chair I ſat in to Meſſina in Sic. 
ly, and got fo buſy with Don Pedro and Bencdick 
and Beatrice, that I thought not of Verſailles, 
the Count, or the paſsport. 

Sweet pliability of man's ſpirit, that can at 
once ſurrender itſelf to illuſions, which cheat cx- 
peQation and ſorrow of their weary moments !— 
long—long ſince had ye numbered out my «days, 
had I not trod ſo great a part of them upon th 
enchanted ground: when my way is too rough 
for my feet, or too ſteep for my ſttength, 1 yet 
off it, to ſome ſmooth velvet path which fancy 
has ſcattered over with roſe buds of delights ; and 
having taken a few turns in it, come back 
ſtrengthened and refreſhed When evils prese 
ſore upon me, and there is no retreat from them 
in this world, then I take a new courſe----I leave 
it=--and as I have a clearer idea of the Elyſian 
fields than have of Heaven, I force myſclf, like 
FEneas, into them. - ſee him meet the penſive 


ſhade of his forſaken Dido---and wiſh to recognize 
it 
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t=--] ſee the injured ſpirit wave her head, and 
zurn off filent from the author of her miſeries 
and diſhonours----I loſe the feelings for myſelf in 
hcrs--==-- and in thoſe affections which were wont 
o make me mourn for her when I was at ſchool. 

Surely this is not walking in a vain ſhadow—nor 
dies man diſquiet himſelf in vain, by it-----he oft- 
ner does ſo in truſting the iſſue of his commotions 
10 reaſon only. can ſafely ſay for my ſelf, I 
was never able to conquer any one ſingle bad ſen- 
ation in my heart ſo deciſively, as by beating up 
as faſt as I could for ſome kindly and gentle ſenſa- 
tion, to fight it upon its own ground, 

When J had got to the end of the third act, 
the Count de B*** entered with my paſſport in 
his hand. Monſ. le Duc de CF**#*=*, ſaid the 
Count, is as good a prophet, I dare ſay, as he is 
a ſtateſman. Un homme gui vit, ſaid the Duke, 
ne ſera jamais dungereuæ Had it been for any 
ore but the king's jeſter, added the Count, I 
could not have got it theſe two hours----Pardonnex 
mi, Monſ. Le Compte, ſaid II am not the 
king's jeſter,-------Zut you are Yorick ?- Ve? 
Et vous plai ſantex? I anſwered, indeed I did 
jeſt---but was not paid for it it was entircly at 
my own expence. 

We have no jeſter at court, Mon. Le Compte 
ſad I; the laſt we had was in the licentious reign 
ot Charles the IId-----fince which time our mat - 
ners have been ſo gradually refining, and our 
court at preſent is ſo full of patriots, vho-wiſh 
tor nothing but the hononrs ard wealth of their 
country and our ladies are fo chaſte, fo ſpotleſs, 
ſo good, ſo devout----- there is nothing for a jeſter 


to make a jeſt f 


Voila un perſi/tage } cried the Count. 
F 2 TS 
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TCH: FASSFORT, 


VERSAILLES. 
S the Paſſport was directed to all lieutenant 


governors, governors and commanders of 
cities, generals of armies, juſticiaries, and all of- 
ficers of juſtice, to let Mr. Yorick, the king”; 
jeſter, and his baggage, travel quietly along----] 
own the triumph of obtaining the Paſſport was 
not a little tarniſhed by the figure I cut in it----- 
But there is nothing unmixt in this world; and 
ſome of the graveſt of our divines have carried it 
ſo far as to affirm, that enjoyment itſelf was at- 
tended even with a ſigh-------- and that the great- 
eſt they know of, terminated in a general way, in 
little better than a convulſion, 

I remember the grave and learned Bevoriſkius, 
in his commentary upon the generation from A- 
dam, very naturally breaks off in the middle of 4 
note to give an account to the world of a couple 
of ſparrows upon the outedge of his window, 
which had incommoded himall the time he wrote, 
and at laſt had entirely taken him off from his 
genealogy. 

It is ſtrange ! writes Bevoriſkius ; but the 
facts are certain, for I have had the curioſity to 
mark them down, one by one with my pen---but 
the cockſparrow during the little time that I could 
have finiſhed the other half of this note, has ac- 
tually interrupted me with the reiteration of his 
careſſes three and twenty times and a half. 

How merciful, adds Bevoriſkius, is heaven to 
his creatures | 

Ill-fated Yorick ! that the graveſt of thy bre- 


thren ſhould be able to write that to the world, 
| which 
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which ſtains thy face with crimſon, to copy even 
in thy ſtudy. ; | ; 

But this is nothing to my travels---So I twice-»- 
twice beg pardon for it. 


n 


C’ ALL: © 0. 


ND how do you find the French? ſaid the 

Count de B****, after he had given me 
the paſſport. 

The reader may ſuppoſe that after fo obliging 
a proot of courteſy, I could not be at a loſs to ſay 
ſomething handſome to the enquiry. 

Mais paſſe, peur cela—Speak frankly, ſaid 
he; do you find all the urbanity in the French 
which the world gives us the honour of? I had 
found every thing, I ſaid, which confirmed it. 
Vraiment, {aid the Count—Les Francois ſont polis. 
—Toan exceſs, replied J. 

The Count took notice of the word exceſſe ; 
and would have it J meant more than I ſaid. I 
defended my ſelf a long time as well as I could 
againſt it—he inſiſted I had a reſerve, and that I 
could ſpeak my opinion frankly, 

| believe, Monſ. Le Compte, ſaid I, that man 
nas a certain compaſs, as well as an inſtrument z 
and that the ſociab and other calls have ' occaſion 
by turns for every key in him; ſo that if you be- 
gin a note too high or too low, there muſt be a 
want either in the upper or under part, to fill up 
the ſyſtem of harmony.—— The Count de BX*** 
did not underſtand muſic, ſo defired me to ex- 
Plain it ſome other way. A poliſhed nation, my 
dear Count, ſaid I, makes every cne its debtor; 
F 3 and 
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and beſides, urbanity itſelf, like the fair ſcx, ha 
ſo many charms; it goes againſt the heart to ſay 
it can do ill; and yet, I believe, there is but: 
certain line of perfection, that man, take hin, 
altogether, is empowered to arrive at—if he ge; 
beyond, he rather exchanges qualities, than ges. 
them. I muſt not preſume to ſay, how far thi; 
has affected the French in the ſubject we arc 
ſpeaking of- but ſhould it ever be the caſe of th: 
Engliſh, in the progreſs of their reſentments, 19 
arrive at the ſame poliſh which diſtinguiſhes the 
French, if we did not loſe the pliteſſe de cœur, 
which inclines men more to humane actions, than 
courteous ones—we ſhould at leaſt loſe that dif- 
tinct variety and originality of character, which 
diſtinguiſhes them, not only from each other, 
but from all the world beſides. 

I had a few king William's ſhillings as ſmect) 
as glaſs in my pocket; and foreſceing they would 
be of uſe in the illuſtration of my hypotheſis, | 
had got them into my hand, when I had pro- 
ceeded ſo far 

See, Monſ. Le Compte, ſaid I, riſing up, are 
laying them before him upon the table—by ing 
ling and rubbing one againſt another for tevent! 
years together in one body's pocket or another“, 
they are become ſo much alike, ycu can {carce 
diſtinguiſh one ſhilling from another. 

The Englſh, like arcient medals, kept more 
apart, and paſſing but few people's hands, pre- 
ſerve the firſt ſharpneſſes which the fine hand of 
nature has given them—they are not ſo plealant 
to feel—but in return, the legend is fo viſible, 
that at the fuſt lock yeu ſee whoſe image ard ſu- 
pericrip ion they bear—But the French, Mor! 


Le Compte, added I, wifhing to ſoften "ou | 
ad 
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tad ſaid, have ſo many excellencies, they can 
the better ſpare this they are as loy al, a gallant, 
4 generous, an ingenious, and good tempered 
eople as are under Heaven if they have a 
{uit they are too /er/9us. 

Aon dieu ! cried the Count, riting out of his 
chair. 

Mais waus plaiſantez, ſaid he, correcting his 
exclamation. I laid my hand upon my breaſt, 
and with carneſt gravity aſſured him it was my 
moſt ſettled opinion. 

The Count ſaid he was mortified, he could 
not ſtay to hear my reaſons, being engaged to 
go that moment to dine with the Duc de C &. 

But if it is not too far to come to Verſailles to 
eat your ſoup with me, I beg, before you leave 
France, I may have the pleaſure of knowing you 
retract your opimon—or, in what manner you 
ſupport it.— But it you do ſupport it, Monſ. An- 
glos, ſaid he, you mult do it with all your pow- 
ers, becauſe you have the whole world againſt 
you,—T promiſed the Count I would do myſelf 
the honour of dining with him before I ſet out 
tor Italy ſo took my leave. 
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HEN I alighted at the hotel, the ports: 
told me a young woman with a bare 
box had been that moment enquiring for me. 


--—---] do not know, ſaid the porter, whethe f. 
ſhe is gone away or nc. I took the key of my * 
chamber of him, ard went up ſtairs; and whey b. 
1 had got within ten ſteps of the top of the lard- 
ing before my door, I met her coming 2afil; a 
down, n 


. It was the fair fille de chambre J had walkel 
i along the Quai de Comi with: Madame de V 
1 Reet had ſent her upon ſome commiſſions to 2 5 
10 marc bande de modes within a (tcp or two of the 
| hotel de Modere; and as I had failed in waiting 
44 upon her, had bid her enquire if I had left Paris; ! 
and if ſo, whether I had not left a letter addrelled f 
to her. 

As the fair 5e de chambre was fo near my 
door ſhe turned back, and went into the room 
with me for a moment or two whilſt 1 wrote 2 
card. ; 

It was a fine ſtill evening in the latter end of 
the month of May—the crimſon window curtairs 


(which were of the ſame colour of thoſe ob. 
c 
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hed) were drawn cloſe—the ſun was ſetting, and 
refleted through them ſo warm a tint into the 
fair fille de chambre's face I thought ſhe 
bluſhed the idea of it made me bluſh 
aſy—we were quite alone; and that ſuper- 
induced a ſecond bluſh before the firſt could get 
off, | 

There is a ſort of a pleaſing half guilty bluſh, 
where the blood is more in fault than the man— 
is ſent impetuous from the heart, and virtue 
flics aſter 1t—not to call it back, but to make the 
ſenſation of it more delicious to the nerves—it is 
allociated— 

But I will not deſcribe it.—l felt ſomething at 
firſt within me which was not in ſtrict uniſon 
with the leſſon of virtue I had given her the night 
before I ſought five minutes tor a card knew 
had not one. I took up a pen! laid it doun 
igain—my hand trembled—the devil was ini 
me. 

know as well as any one, he is an adverſary, 
whom if we reſiſt, he will fly from us—but I ſel- 
wm reſiſt him at all; from terror, that though 
| may conquer, I may ſtill get a hurt in the com- 
bat—fo I give up the triumph for ſecurity ; and 
inſtead of thinking to make him fly, I generally 
fly myſelf. | 

The fair fille de chambre came cloſe up to the 
beaureau where I was looking for a card took 
up firſt the pen I caſt down, then offered to hold 
me the ink: She offered it ſo ſweetly, I was go- 
ng to accept it but I durſt not—l have nothing 
my dear, laid I, to write upon.— Write it, ſaid! 
ſhe, ſimply upon any thing.— 


F. 5 I was: 
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I was juſt going to cry out, Then I will write it, 
fair girl! upon thy lips. 

It I do, faid I, I ſhall periſh fo I took her 
by the hand, and led her to the door, and 
begged ſhe would not forget the leſſon I had giver 
her—She ſaid, indeed ſhe would not—and 5 ſhe 
uttered it with ſome earneſtneſs, ſhe turne/ 
about, ard gave me both her hands, cloſed tc- 
gether, into mine it was impoſſible not to 
compreſs them in that ſituation—I wiſhed to le 
them go; and all the time I held them, I ber. 
arguing within myſelf againft it—and till | he 
them on. In two minutes I found [ lat 
the battle to fight over again—and I felt my 
legs and every limb about me tremble at tte 
idea. 

The foot of the bed was within a yard and a 
half of the place where we were ſtanding 
J had ftill hold of her hands——and hov 
happened I can give no account, but I neither 
aſked her—nor drew her—nor did I think © 
the bed—but ſo it did happen, we both 4 
COWN, 

I. will juſt ſhew you, ſaid the fille de chanbr:, 
the little purſe I have been making to day to 
hold your crown. So ſhe put her han into her 
right pccket, which was next me, and felt for 
it for ſome time—then into the left---** She had 
loſt it,“ -I never bore expeCtation more quiet) 
- it was in her right pocket at laſt—(|: 
 ulled it out; it was of green taffeta, lined wit 
a little bit of white quilted fattin, and juſt biz 
encugh to hold the crown—ſhe put it into m) 
hard—it was pretty; and I held ut ten minutG 
with the back of my hand reſting upon her lap 


— n 
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ook ing ſometimes at the purſe, ſometimes 
on one ſide of it. 

A ſtitch or two had broke out in the gathers 
of my ſtock—the fair fille de chambre, without 
aying a word, took out her little huſſive, threaded 
2 ſmall needle, and ſewed it up I foreſaw it 
would hazard the glory of the day ; and as ſhe 
paſſed her hand in filence acroſs and acroſs my 
neck in the manceuvre, I felt the laurels ſhake 
which fancy had wreathed about my head. 

A ſtrap had given way in her walk, and the 
buckle of her ſhoe was juſt falling off---See, ſaid 
the fille de chambre, holding up her foot--- I could 
not for my foul but faſten the buckle in return, 
and putting in the ſtrap---and liiting up the other 
foot with it, when I had done, to ſee both were 
right---in doing it too ſuddenly--it unavordably 
—2 the fair fille de chambre off her center-—and 
men- — 


THE 
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E S---and then Ye whoſe clay- cold 

heads and luke warm hearts can argue down 
or maſk your paſſions---tell me, what treſpaſs is 
it that man ſhould have them? or how his ſpirit 
ſtands anſwerable to the father of ſpirits, but toc 
his conduct under them? 

If nature has ſo wove her web of kindneſs, that 
ſome threads of love and defire are entangled with 
the piece=— muſt the whole web be rent in 
drawing them out ?------W hip me ſuch ſtoics, 

reat governor of nature | faid | to myſelt-------- 
berever thy providence ſhall place me for the 
trials of my virtue---whatever is my danger 
whatever is my fituation---—-let me feel the 
movements whichriſe out of it, and which belong 
to me as a man---and if I govern them as a good 
one---I will truſt the iſſues to thy juſtice, for thou 
haſt made us----and not we ourſelves. 

As J finiſhed my addreſs, I raiſed the fair /!!: 
de chambre up by the hand, and led her cut of the 
room------ſhe ſtood by me till I locked the dcor 
and put the key in my pocket---and 7hen---the 
victory being quite decifh\ e------and not till then, 
[ preſſed my lips to her cheek, and, taking her 
by the hand again, led her ſafe to the gate of the 
hotel, 
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F a man knows the heart, he will know it was 
impoſſible to go back inſtantly to my chamber 
—it was touching a cold key with a flat third to 
it, upon the cloſe of a piece of muſick, which 
had called forth my affections therefore, 
when J let go the hand of the lle de chambre, I 
remained at the gate of the hotel for {ſome time, 
looking at every one who paſſed by, and forining 
conjectures upon them, till my attention got fix- 
ed upon a ſingle object which confounded. all kind 
of reaſoning upon him. 

It was a tall figure of a philofophie ſerious, 
aduſt look, which paſſed and repaſled ſedately 
along the ſtreet, making a turn of about ſixty pa- 
ces on each fide of the gate of the hotel—the 
man was about fift y-two—had a ſmall cane under 
his arm was dreſſed in a dark drab-coloured coat, 
waiſtcoat, and breeches, which ſeemed to have 
ſeen ſome year's ſervice—they were ſtil] clean, 
and there was a little air of frugal proprete 
throughout him. By his pulling off his hat, and 
his attitude of accoſting a good many in his way, 
[ ſaw he was aſking charity; ſo I got a ſouſe or 
two out of my pocket ready to give him, as he 
took me in his turn—he paſſed by me without 
aſking any thing—and yet did not go five ſteps 
further 
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further before he aſked charity of a little woman 
—|] was much more likely to have given of the 
two——He had ſcarce done with the woman 
when he pulled off his hat to another who was 
coming the ſame way An ancient gen— 
tleman came flowly—and, after him, a young 
ſmart one Hle let them both pals, and aſked no- 
thing: I ſtood obſerving him half an hour, in 
which time he had made a dozen turns backward; 
and torwards, and found that he invariably pur: 
ſued the ſame plan. ( 


There were two things very ſingular in this, 


which ſet my brain to work, and to no purpoſe— 
the firtt was, why the man ſhould only tell his 
ſtory to the ſex—and fecondly——what kind of ſto- 
Ty it was, and what ſpecies of eloquence it could 
be, which ſoftened the hearts of the women, 
which he knew it was to no purpole to practice 
upon the men, 

There were two other circumſtances which 
entangled this myſtery—the one was, he told 
every woman what he had to ſay in her ear, and 
in a way which had much more the air-of a ſe— 
cret than, a petition—the other was, it was al- 
ways ſucceſsiul—he never ſtopped a woman, but 
ſhe pulled out her purſe, and immediately gavc 
him ſomething. 

I could form no ſyſtem to explain the phenome- 
non. 

I had got a riddle to amuſe me for the reſt of 
the evening, ſo I walked up fairs tomy chamber, 
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8 AS immediately followed up by the maſter 
of the hotel, who came into my room to 
tell me I muſt provide lodgings elſewhere, How 
ſo, friend? ſaid I —He anſwered I had a young 
woman locked up with me two hours that even- 
ing in my bed-chamber, and it was againſt the 
rules of his houſe. —Very well, ſaid I, we will 
all part friends then for the girl is no worſe— 
and I am no worſe—and you will be juſt as I found 
You——it was enough, he laid, to overthrow the 


credit of his hotel—-Yoyez vous, Manſicur, ſaid 


he, pointing to the foot of the bed we had been 
ſuting upon, —I own it had fomething of the 
appearance of an evidence; but my pride not 
ſuffering me to enter into any detail of the 
caule, I exhorted him to let his ſoul ſleep in 
peace, as I reſolved to let mine do that night, 
and that I would diſcharge what I owed him at 
breakfaſt. 

I ſhould not have minded, Monſieur, ſaid he, 
if you had twenty girls—l1t is a (core more, re- 
plied I, interrupting him, than I ever reckoned 
upon---Provided, added he, it had been in a 
morning---And does the difference of the time 
of the dayat Paris make a difference in ſin? It 
made a difference, he ſaid in the ſcandal—lI like 


a good diſtinQtion in my heart; and cannot ſay 1 


was 
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was intolerably out of temper with the man- 
own it is neceſſary, re-aſſumed the maſter of the 
hotel, that a ſtranger at Paris ſhould have the 
opportunities preſented to him of buying lace 
and ſilk ſtockings and ruffles, et tout cela---and it 
is nothing if a woman comes with a band box 
O' my conſcience, ſaid I, ſhe had one: but Ine- 
ver locked into it Then Monſicur, ſaid he, has 
bought nothing-- Not one earthly thing, replied 
].---Becauſe, ſaid he, I could recommend one tg 
you who weuld uſe you en conſcience ---But I mutt 
ſce her this night, ſaid I.---He made me a toy 
bow and walked down. 

Now ſh-I] | triumph over this maitre hotel, 
cried I---and what then ?---Then I ſhall let him 
fec I know he 1s a dirty fellow. And what ther? 
--- W hat then !---I was too near myſelt to fay it 
was for the ſake of others -I had no good ar- 
ſwer leſt---there was more of ſpieen than prit- 
ciple in my project, and I was fick of it betcre 
the execution. 

In a ſew minutes the Griſſet came in with a 
box of lace.— I will buy nothing however, ſaid], 
within myſelf. 

The Griſſet would ſhew me every thing---! 
was hard io pleaſe : She would not ' Fun to {ce 
it; ſhe opened her little magazine, laid all her 
laces one after another before me----unfolded 
and folded them up again one by one with the 
moſt patient ſweetneſs--- I might buy---or not- 
ſhe would let me have every thirg at my own 
price the poor creature ſeemed anxious to get 3 
penny; and laid herſelf out to win me, and 
Rot ſo much in a manner which ſeemed artful, a5 
in one J felt ſimple and careſſing. , 
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Tf there is not a fund of honeſt cullibility in 
man, ſo much the worſe---my heart relented, 
and I gave up my ſecond reſolution as quietly as 
the firſt---W hy ſhould I chaſtiſe one for the treſ- 
paſs of another ? if thou art tributary to this 
tyrant of an hoſt, thought I, looking up in her 
face, ſo much harder 1s thy bread. 

If I had not had more than four Louisd'ors in 

my purſe, there was no ſuch thing as riſing up 
and thewing her the door, till I had firſt laid 
three of them out on a pair of ruffles. 
The maſter of the hotel will ſhare the 
profit with her no matter then I have 
only paid as many a poor ſoul has paid before 
me for an act he could not do, or think of. 


THE RIDDLE. 
FART 


HEN La Fleur came up to wait upon 
me at ſupper, he told how ſorry the 
| maſter of the hotel was for his, affront to me in 
| bidding me change my lodgings. 

| A man who values a good night's reſt, will 
not lay down with enmity in his heart if he can 
help it—So I bid La Fleur tell the maſter of the 
| hotel, that I was ſorry on my ſide for the oc- 
caſion I had given him 
him if you will, La Fleur, added I, that if 
the young woman ſhould call again, 1 ſhall not 


ſee her. 
This 


and you may tell 


— © GG " 
Th 


--— i * 2 Fe * 
f wo 1 *r ook 45 
* 


1 — * it 122 £ * — 4 
3 > Tas Ae PAL Lag 5 2 
— 2 ENS — 4 — — = 
—— 8 > 


- 
8 — 
2 8 
— * — 


4. 
- 


- -\ 
— | A i 
- 0 o 


138 SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


This was a ſacrifice not to him, but myſelf, 
having reſolved, after ſo narrow an elcape 90 
run no more riſks, but to leave Paris, if it wa: 
poſſible, with all the virtue I entered in. 

C'eſi deroger a nableſſe, Monſieur, (aid La 
Fleur, making me a bow down to the ground x: 
he ſaid it Et encore Monſieur, may change 
his ſentiments—and if (par hazard) he ſhou!: 
like to amuſe himſelf I find no amuſement i 
it, ſaid I, interrupting him. 

Mon Dieu! ſaid La Fleur 
away. 

In an hour's time he came to put me to bed, 
and was more than commonly officious—ſome- 
thing hung upon his lips to ſay to me, or aſk me, 
which he could not get off : I could not conceive 
what it was; and indeed gave myſelf little troub/: 
to find it out, as I had another riddle ſo much 
more intereſting in my mind, which was that cf 
the man's aſking charity before the door of the 
hotel.---I would have given any thing to have 
got to the bottom of it; and that, not out cf 
curioſity ---it is ſo low a principle of enquiry n 

encral, I would not purchaſe the gratification d 
it with-a two-ſous piece---but a ſecret, | thought, 
which ſo ſoon and ſo certainly ſoftened the heart e 
every woman you came near was a ſecret at leaf 
equal to the philoſopher's ſtone : had I had both 
the Indies, I would have given up one to habe 
been maſter of it. | 

I toſſed and turned it almoſt all night long 1 
my brains to no manner of purpoſe ; and when! 
awoke in the morning, I found my ſpirit 
much troubled with my dreams, as ever the 
king of Babylon had been with his; and I wil 
not heſitate to affirm, it would have puzzled 
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all the wiſe men of Paris, as much as thoſe of 
Chaldea, to have given its interpretation, 


LE DIMANCHE. 


r 


T was Sunday; and when La Fleur came in, 

in the morning, with my coffee and roll and 
butter, he had got himſelf ſo gallantly arrayed, 
| ſcarce knew him. 

[| had covenanted at Montreuil to give him 
anew hat with-a filver button and loop, and 
four Louis d'ors pours” adoniſer, when we got 
to Paris; and the poor fellow, to do him juſtice, 
had done wonders with it, 

He had bought a bright clean good ſcarlet 
coat, and a Pair of breeches of the ſame— 
They were not a crown worſe, he ſaid, for 
the wearing — I wiſhed him banged for 
telling me- they looked fo freſh, that though 
knew the thing could not be done, yet I would 
rather have impoſed upon my fancy with think- 
ing I had bought them new for the fellow, than 
that they had come out of the Rue de friperie. 

This is a nicety which makes not the heart 
fore at Paris. 

He had purchaſed moreover a handſome blue 
ſattin waſtcoat, fancifully enough embroidered— 
this was indeed ſomething the worle for the ſer- 
Vices it had done, but it was clean {coured—the 
gold had been touched up, and upon the whole 
was 
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was rather ſhowy than otherwiſe—and as the 
blue was not violent, it ſuited with the coat ang 
breeches very well: he had ſqueezed out of the 
money, moreover, à new bag and a (clitaire ; 
and had inſiſted with the friprer, upon a gold 
pair of garters to his breeches knees—He had 
purchaſed muſlin ruffles, bien brodees, with four 
Ivres of his own money—and a pair of white 
ſilk ſtockings for five more—and, to top al, 
nature had given him a handſome figure witheut 
coſting him a ſous, 

He entered the room thus ſet off, with his 
hair dreſſed in the farſt ſtile, and with a hand- 
ſome bouquet in his breaſt—in a word, there was 
that look of feſtivity in every thing about him, 
which at once put me in mind it was Sunday— 
and by combining both together, it inſtantly 


ſtruck me, that the favour he wiſhed to aſk ef bon 
me the night before, was to ſpend the day, us ** 
every body in Paris ſpent it, beſides. I had = 
ſcarce made the conjecture, when La Fleur, 6 
with infinite humility, but with a lock of truſt, N 
as if I ſhould not retuſe him, begged [ would uy 
grant him the day pour faire le galant vis a vis de par 
Ja maitreſſe. = 

9 


Now it was the very thing I interded to do "a 
myſelf vis a vis Madame de R***—1 had te- 
tained the remiſe on purpoſe for it, and it would 


| | ſure 

not have mortified my vanity to have had a c- WW , 
y dane 
vant ſo well dreſſed as La Fleur was to have get % 
. : | : (d erie 
up behind it: I could never have worſe ſpated ran 


him. 

But we muſt feel, rot argue in theſe embar- 
ra{ſſmen's—the ſons ard daughters of ſer vice paſt 
with Liberty, but not with Nature in their con- 


traQts, they are fleſh and blood, and have oo 
| ittle 
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litle vanities and wiſhes in the midſt of the houſe 
of bondage, as well as their taſk maſters 
no doubt, they have ſet their ſelf-denials at a 
rice and their expectations are fo unreaſon- 
able, that I would often diſappoint them, but 
that their condition puts it ſo much in my power 
to do it. 

Behold 1—Behold, I am thy ſervant—diſarms 
me at once of the powers of a maſter. 

Thou ſhalt go, La Fleur! ſaid I. 

And what miſtreſs, La Fleur, ſaid I, canſt 
thou have picked up in ſo little a time at Paris? 
La Fleur laid his hand upon his breaſt, and ſaid 
it was a petite demoiſelle at Monſieur Le Compte 
de BX*P5—La Fleur had a heart made for ſo— 
ciety; and to ſpeak the truth of him, let as few 
occaſions flip him as his maſter.—ſo that ſome 
how or other; but how—heaven knows —he had 
connected himſelf with the demsiſelle upon the 
landing of the ſtair caſe, during the time I was 
taken up with my Paſsport; and as there was time 
enough for me to win the Count to my intereſt, 
La Fleur had contrived to make it do to win the 
maid to his—the family, it ſeems was to be at 
Paris that day, and he had made a party with 
her, and two or three more of the Count's 
houſhold, upon the boulevards. 

Happy people! that once a week at leaſt are 
ſure to lay down all your cares together; and 
dance and ſing and {port away the weights of 
grievance, which bow down the ſpirit of other 
ballons to the earth! 
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| hy Fleur had left me ſomething to amuſe my: = 

ſelf with for the day more than I had be; | 

gained for, or could have entered either into hi Fn 

head or mine. * 
He had brought the little print of butter ups 


a currant leaf ; and as the morning was warm 
and he had a good ſtep to bring it, he had begge ert 
a ſheet of waſte paper to put betwixt the currar 
leaf and his hand As that was plate ſuff bead 
cient, I bade him lay it upon the table as it wa 
and as I reſolved to ſtay within all day, I ordere 
him to call upon the traiteur to beſpeak my dir 
ner, and leave me to breakfaſt by myſelt. 
When I had fhniſhed the butter, I threw the 
currant leaf out of the window, and was going 
to do the ſame by the waſte paper-- but ſtop 
ping to read a line firſt, and that drawing me 1 
a ſecond and third I thought it better worth With 
ſo 1 ſhut the window, and drawing a chair up 4d t 
it, I ſat down to read it. bat | 
It was in the old French of Rabelais's time 
and for avght I know might have been wrote © 
him—it was moreover in a Gothic letter, an 
that ſo faded and gone off by damps and eng! 
of time, it coſt me infinite trouble to make a! 
thing of 1t—l threw it down; and then wrote 
letter to Eugeniusz—-then I took it up again, ere 
embroil 
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embroiled my patience with it afreſh and then 
to cure that, I'wrote a letter to Eliza ——— Still 
it kept hold of me; and the difficulty of under- 
ſtanding it encreaſed but the deſire. 

got my dinner; and after I had enlightened 
my mind with a bottle of Burgundy, I at it again 
—and after two or three hours poring upon it, 
with almoſt as deep attention as ever Gruter or 
ſacob Spon did upon a nonſenſical inſcription, I 
thought I made ſenſe of it ; but to make ſure of 
t, the beſt way, I imagined, was to turn it into 
Engl ſh, and ſee how it would look then ſo I 
went on leiſurely, as a trifling man does, ſome- 
times writing a ſentence then taking a turn or 
two—and then looking how the world werit, out 


gecggef the window; fo that it was nine o'clock at 
Ta riht before I had done it then began and 
ui" Mead it as follows. op: 

was 

Iere 

din TEL FRAGMENT. 

v the 

goin „„ 

tor 

me MY —— Now the notary's wife diſputed the point 


onh With the notary with too much heat——l wiſh, 
op the notary, throwing down the parchment, 
bat there was another notary here only to ſet 
own and atteſt all thi 

And what would you do then, Monſieur ? ſaid 
e, riſing haſtily up—the notary's wife was alittle 
ume of a woman, and the notary thought it well 
o avoid a hurricane by a mild reply] would go, 
rote Neid he, to bed—You may go to the- devil, an- 
, arF"ered the notary's wife, 


rolle 0 Now 
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Now there happening to be but one bed in the 
houſe, the other two rooms being unfurniſhed, 
as is the cuſtom at Paris, and the notary not ca- 
ring to lie in the ſame bed with a woman who If 
had but that moment ſent him-pell mell to the 
devil, went forth with his hat and cane and ſhort e. 
cloak, the night- being very windy, and walked el 
out ill at eaſe towards the pont — 

Of all the bridges which ever was built, the it 
whole world who have paſſed over the pont neuf, t 
muſt own, that it is the nobleſt— the fineſt—the va 
grandeſt— the lighteſt - the longeſt—the broadeſt th 
that ever conjoined land and land together upon WWF 
the face of the terraqueous globe q 


By ibis, it ſeems, as if the* author of the fra. St. 
ment had not been a Frenchman, n 

The worſt fault which divines and the dogen be 
of the Sorbonne can alledge againſt it is, that i bor 
there be a cap full of wind in or about Paris, 1 © 
is more blaſphemouſly ſacre Dieu'd there than h be 
any other aperture of the whole cit *" cht 
with reaſon, good and cogent Meſſieurs; for it t 
comes againſt you without crying garde d' eau, and po 
with ſuch unpremeditable puffs, that of the fer bar 
who croſs it with their hats on, not one in fit" ebb 
but hazards two livres and a half, which is its f N 
worth. | two 
The poor notary, juſt as he was paſſing by the bloy 
centry, inſtinctively clapped his cane to the f es 
of it, but in raiſing it up, the point of his cant — 


catching hold of the loop of the centinel's ha, 


hoiſted it over the ſpikes of the balluſtrade cel © gl 
into the Seine— ſels 


— V 
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weſt is an ill wind, ſays a boatman, who catch- 
ed it, which blows nobody good. 

The centry being a Gaſcon incontinently twir- 
led up his whiſkers, and levelled his harquebuſs, 

Harquebuſles in thoſe days went off with match- 
es; and an old woman's paper lanthorn at the 
end of the bridge happening to be blown .out, 
ſhe had borrowed the centry's match to light it— 
it gave a moment's time for the Gaſcon's blood 
to run cool, and turn the accident better to his ad- 
vantage is an ill wind, ſaid he, catching off 
the notary's caſtor, and legitimating the capture 
with the boatman's adage. 

The poor notary croffed the bridge, and paſſing 
along the rue de Dauphine into the fauxbourgs of 
St, Germain, lamented himſelf as he walked along 
in this manner: 

Luckleſs man ! that I am, ſaid the notary, to 
be the ſport of hurricanes all my davs——to be 
born to have the ſtorm of ill- language levelled a- 
gainſt me and my profeſſion wherever I go to 
be forced into marriage by the thunder of the 
church-to a tempeſt of a woman—to be driven 
forth out of my houſe by domeſtic winds, and de- 
ſpoiled of my caftor by pontific ones—to be here, 
bareheaded, in a windy night at the mercy of the 
ebbs and flows of accidents—where am I to lay 
my head ;—miſerable man ! what wind in the 
two-and-thirty points of the whole compaſs can 
blow unto thee, as it does to the reſt of my fellow- 
creatures, good |! 

As the notary was paſſing on by a dark paſſage, 
complaining in this fort, a voice called out to a 
a girl, to bid her run for the next notary 
now the notary being the next, and ava'ling him- 
ſelf of his ſituation, walked up the paſſage to the 
Vor. VII. G door, 
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door, and paſling through an old ſort of ſaloor, 
was uſhered into a large chamber diſmantled of 
every thing but a long military pike——a breaſt- 
plate—a ruſty old ſword, and bandoleer, hung 
up 3 in four different places againſt the 
wall. 

An old perſonage, who had heretofore been a 
gentleman, and unleſs decay of fortune taints the 
blood along with it was a gentleman at that time, 
lay ſupporting his head upon his hand in his bed; 
a little table with a taper burning was {et cloſe be- 
ſide it, and cloſe by the table was placed a chair 
—the notary ſat him down in it, and pulling out 
his ink-horn and a ſheet or two of paper which 
he had in his pocket, he placed them before him, 
and dipping his pen in his ink, and leaning his 
breaſt over the table, diſpoſed every thing to 
make the gentleman's laſt will and teſtament. 

Alas! Monſieur le Notaire, ſaid the gentle- 
man, raiſing himſelf up a little, I have nothing 
to bequeath which will pay the expence of be- 
queathing, except the hiſtory of myſelf, which, 
I could not die in peace unleſs I left it as a lega- 
cy to the world: the profits ariſing out of it, I 
bequeath to you for the pains of taking it from 
me—it is a ſtory ſo uncommon, it muſt be rcad 
by all mankind—it will make the fortunes of your 
houſe—the notary dipped his pen into his ink- 
horn—Almighty ditector of every event in my 
life | ſaid the old gentleman, looking up earneſtly 
and raiſing his hands towards heaven thou whoſe 
hand has led me on through ſuch a labyrinth of 
ſtrange paſſages down into this ſcene of deſolati- 
on, aſſiſt the decaying memory of an old, infirm, 
and broken-hearted man direct my tongue by 
the ſpirit of thy eternal truth, that this ſtranger 

| may 
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may ſet down nought but what 1s written in that 
book, from whoſe records, ſaid he, claſping his 
hands together, I am to be condemned or acquit- 
ted !—the notary held up the point of his pen be- 
twixt the paper and his eye. 

—[t is a ſtory, Monſieur le Notaire, ſaid the 
gentleman, which will rouſe up every affection 
in nature——it will kill the humane, and touch 
the heart of cruelty herſelf with pity—— 

The notary was inflamed with a deſire to be- 
zin, and put his pen a third time into his ink-horn 
—and the old gentleman turning a little more to- 
wards the notary, began to diQate his ſtory in 
theſe words 


Aud where is the reſt of it, La Fleur ? 
dl, as he juſt entered the room, 


G 2 THULE 
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THE FRAGMENT. 


AND Tuzsz *BUVUQUET. 


I. 


HEN La Fleur came up cloſe to the 
table, and was made to comprehend 
what I wanted, he told me there were only two 
other ſheets of it, which he had wrapt round the 
ſtalks of a bouquet, to keep it together, which he 
had preſented to the demoi ſelle upon the bouw lard; 
Then, prithee, La Fleur, ſaid I, itep 
back to her to the Count de B****'s hotel, aid 
fee if you can get it There 1s no doubt of it, 
ſaid La Fleur—and away he flew. 

In a very little time the poor fellow came back 
quite out of breath, with deeper marks of diſap- 
pointment in his looks than could ariſe from the 
ſimple irreparability of the fragment —— —7/: 
ciel in leſs than two minutes that the poor fe. 
low had taken his laſt tender farewell of her—h1s 
faithleſs miſtreſs had given his gage d'amour to 
one of the Count's footmen——the footman to a 
young ſempſtreſ.— and the ſempſtreſs to a ndyler, 
with my fragment at the end of it—Our mistor- 
tunes were involved together—l gave a figh= 
and La Fleur echoed it back again to my ear 


— How 


Noſegay. 
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Hou perfidious! cried La Fleur How un- 
lucky! ſaid J. 

I ſhould not have been mortified, Monſieur, 
quoth La Fleur, if ſhe had loſt it—Nor I, La 
Fleur, laid I, had | found it. 

Whether I did or no, will be ſeen hereafter. 


TIHEA- For CHANLIT TY. 


PARIS 


HF man who either diſdains or fears to 
walk up a dark entry may be an excellent 
good man, and fit for a hundred things; but he 
will not do to make a good ſentimental traveller. 
count little of the many things I fee paſs at 
broad noon day, in large and open ſtreets—Na- 
ture is ſhy, and hates to act before ſpectators: 
but in ſuch an unobſerved corner, you ſometimes 
ſee a ſingle ſhort ſcene of her's worth all the ſen- 
uments of a dozen French plays compounded to- 
gether———and yet they are 4% lately fine j— 
and whenever I have a more bi:|lant affair upon 
my hands than common, as they ſuit a preacher 
Juſt as well as a hero, I generally make my ſer- 
mon out of them—and. for the iext—*© Cappa- 
% docia, Pontus and Aſia, Phrygia and Pamphi- 
lia”—is as good as any one in the bible. 

There is a long dark paſſage iſſuing out from 
the opera comique into a narrow ſtreet; it is 


G 3 trod 
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trod by a few who humbly wait for a facre *, ; 
wiſh to get off quietly on foot when the opera is 
done. At the end of it, towards the theatre, tn, 
lighted by a ſmall candle, the light of which is 
almoſt loſt before you get half-way down, but 
near the door—it is more for ornament than uſe: 
You ſee it as a fixed ſtar of the leaſt magnitude; 
it burns—but does little good to the world, that 
we know of, 

In returning along this paſſage, I diſcerned as 
I approached within five or ſix paces of the docr, 
two ladies ſtanding arm in arm, with their backs 
againſt the wall, waiting, as I imagined, for a 
fracre—as they were next the door, I thought 
they had a prior right; ſo eiged myſelf up with- 
in a yard or litile more of them, and quietly too 
my ſtand—l was in black, and ſcarce ſeen, 

The lady next me was a tall lean figure of a 
woman of about thirty-ſix ; the other of the ſame 
{ze and make, of about forty; there was no 
mark of wite or widow in any one part of either 
of them—they ſeemed to be two upright veſtal 
ſiſters, unſapped by cares, unbroke in upon by 
tender ſalutations; I could have wiſhed to have 
made them happy — —— their happineſs was 
deſtined, that night, to come from another 
quarter. 

A low voice, with a gocd tuin of expreſſion, 
and ſweet cadence at the end of it, begged for a 
twelve-ſous piece betwixt them, for the love ot 
Heaven. I thought it ſingular, that a beggar 
ſhould fix the quota of an alms—and that the 
ſum ſhould be twelve times as much as what 1s 
uſually given in the dark. They both ſeemed 

aſtoniſhed 


* Hackney-coach. 
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aſtoniſhed at it as much as myſelf— Twelve 
ſous ! ſaid one—a- twelve-ſous piece! ſaid the 
other—and made no reply, 

The poor man ſaid, He knew not how to aſk 
leſs of ladies of their rank; and bowed down his 
head to the ground. 

Poo! ſaid they, we have no money. 

The beggar: remained ſilent for a moment or 
two, and renewed his ſupplication. 

Do not, my fair young ladies, ſaid he, ſtop 
your good ears agatnſt me Upon my word, 
honeſt man! ſaid the younger, we have no 
charge—Then God bleſs you, faid the poor 
man, and multiply thoſe joys you can give to 
others without change I obſerved the elder ſiſ- 
ter put her hand into her pocket I will ſee, ſaid 
ſhe, if I have a ſous.— A ſous! give twelve, ſaid 
the ſupplicant ; Nature has been bountiful to you, 
be bountiful to a poor man. 

I would, frierd, with all my heart, faid the 
younger, if I had it. 

My fair charitable ! ſaid he, addreſſing himſelf 
to the elder—-W hat is it but your goodneſs and 
humanity which make your bright eyes ſo ſweet, 
that they outſhine the morning even in this dark 
paſſage ? and what was it which made the Mar- 
quis de Santerre and his brother ſay ſo much of 
you both as they juſt paſſed by? 

The two ladies ſeemed much affected; and 
impulſively at the ſame time they both put their 
hands into their pocket, and each took out a 
twelve-ſous piece. 

The conteſt betwixt them and the poor ſup- 
plicant was no more—it was continued betwixt 
themſelves, which of the two ſhould give the: 

G4 twelve- 
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twelve-ſous piece in charity—and to end the gif. 
pute they both gave it together, and the man 


went away. 


THE RIDDLEEXPLAINE O. 


PARIS. 


STEPPED haſtily aſter him: It was the 

very man whoſe ſuccefs in aſking charity of 
the women before the door of the hotel had ſo 
puzzled me and I found at once his ſecret, 
or at leaſt the baſis of it—it was flattery. 

Delicious eſſence | how refreſhing art thou to 
nature]! how ſtrongly are all its powers and all 
its weakneſſes on thy fide, how ſweetly doſt 
thou mix with the blood! and help it through 
the moſt difficult and tortuous paſſages to the 
heart ! 

The poor man, as he was not ſtraightened for 
time, had given it here in a larger doſe: It is 
certain he had a way of bringing it into leſs form, 
for the many fudden caſes he had to do with in 
the ſtreets; but how he contrived to correQ, 
ſweeten, concentre, and qualify iti vex not 
my ſpirzt with the enquiry—it is enough, the 
beggar gained two twelve- ſous pieces—and they 
can beſt tell the reſt, who have gained much 
greater matters by it, 


PARIS. 


| 
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E get forwards in the world not ſo much 

by doing ſervices, as receiving them: 
You take a withering twig, and put it into the 
ground; and then you water it, becauſe you 
have planted it. 

Monſ. Le Compte de B***#*, merely becauſe 
he had done me one kindneſs in the affair of my 
paſſport, would go on and do me another, the 
few days he was at Paris, in making me known: 
to a tew people of rank; and they were to pre- 
ſent me to others, and ſo on: 

| tad got maſter of mv ſecret, . juſt in time to 
turn theſe honours to ſome little account; other- 
wiſe, as is commonly the caſe, I ſhould have 
dined or ſupped a fingle time or two round, and 
then by tranſtating French looks and attitudes into 
plain Engliſh, I ſhould preſently have teen, that 
I had got hold of the couvert* of ſome more en- 
tertaining gueſts; and in courſe, ſhould have re- 
ſigned all my places one after another, merely 
upon the principle that I could not keep them 
As it was, things did not go much amils. 

had the honour of being introduced to the 
old Marquis de BR: In day*« of yore he had: 
lignalized himſelf by ſome ſmall feats of chivalry 
in the Cour d'amour, and had dreſſed himſeif out 
to the idea of tilts and tournaments cover fince— 
the Marquis de B*#*. wiſhed to have it thought 
the affair was ſomewhere - elle than in his brain, 


G 5 46 He 
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He could like to take a trip to England,” and 
aſked much of the Engliſh ladies. Stay where 
ou ate, | beſeech you, Monſ. le Marquiſe, {aid 
—Les Meſſrs. Angloiſe can ſcarce get a kind 
look from them as it is The marquis invited me 
to ſupper. 

Monſ. P*** the farmer-general was juſt as in- 
3 about our taxes. — They were very con- 

iderable, Ne heard—If we knew but how to col- 
leEt them, ſaid I, making him a low bow. 

I could never have been invited to Mon, 
P*#*#*s concerts upon any other terms. 

I had been miſrepreſented to Madame de 
Q##** as an eſprit—Madame de Q*** was an 
eſprit herſelf; ſhe burnt with impatience to ſee 
me, and hear me talk. I had rot taken my ſeat 
before I ſaw ſhe did not care a ſous whether l 
had any wit or no—— I was let in, to be con- 
vinced ſhe had. I call Heaven to witneſs I ne- 
ver once opened the door of my lips. 

Madame de QF** vowed to every creature 
the met, She had never had a more improving 
„% converſation with a man in her life.“ 

There are three epochas in the empire of a 
French-woman She is coquette—then deiſt 
then devete The empire during theſe is 
never loſt——ſhe only changes her ſubjeQs: 
When thirty-five years and more have unpeopled 
her dominiors of the flaves of love, ſhe re-peo- 
ples it with flaves of infidelity and then with 
the ſlaves of the church. 

Madame de V*** was vibrating betwixt the 
firſt of theſe epochas: The colour of the roſe 
was ſhading faſt away—ſhe ought to have been a 
deiſt five years before the time I had the honour 

to pay my firſt vifit, 8 
e 
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She placed me upon the ſame ſopha with her, 
for the ſake of diſputing the point of religion 
more cloſely.— In ſhort, Madame de V“ told 
me ſhe believed nothing. 

told Madame de V**# it might be her prin- 
ciple; but I was ſure it could not be her inter- 
eſt to level the outworks, without which I could. 
not conceive how ſuch a citadel as hers could be 
defended—that there was not a more dangerous 
thing in the world, than for a beauty to be a de- 
iſt——that it was a debt I owed my creed, not 
to conceal it from her that I had not been 
five minutes ſat upon the ſopha beſide her, but I 
had begun to form deſigns and what is it, but 
the ſentiments of religion, and the perſuaſion» 
they had excited in her breaſt, which could. have: 
checked them as they roſe up. 

We are not. adamant, ſaid: I, taking hold of: 
her hand—and there is need of all reſtrain, till. 
age in her own time ſteals in and lays them on us- 
— but, my dear lady, ſaid J, kiſſing her hand 
it is too too ſoon 

I declare I had the credit all over Paris of un- 
perverting Madame de V***,—She affirmed to 
Monſ. D*** and the Abbe M* *, that in one 
half hour I had ſaid more for revealed religion, 
than all their Encyclopedia had ſaid againſt it—T 
was lifted directly under Madame de V****s 
Coterie-—and ſhe put off the epocha of her deiſm 
for two years. 

I remember it was in this Coterie, in the middle 
of a diſcourſe, in which | was ſhewing the neceſ- 
fity of a firſt cauſe, that the young Count de 
Faineant took me by the hand to the furtheſt 
corner of the room, to tell me my ſolitaire was 
pinned too ſtrait about my. neck It ſhould be 


Plus 
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plus badinant, ſaid the Count, looking down up- 
on his own—but a werd, Monſ. Yorick, to the 
Wiſe— 

—And from the wiſe, Monſ. Le Compte, re- 
plied I, making him a bow—4#s enough. 

The Count de Famieant embraced me with 
more ardour than ever I was embraced by mortal 
man. 

For three weeks together I was of every man's 
opinion I met Pardi ! ce Monſ. Yorick a au- 
tant deſprit que nous autres. II raiſonne, bien, 
ſaid another—C”eft un bon enfant, ſaid a third — 
And at this price I could have eaten and drank 
and been merry all the days of my life at Paris; 
but it was a diſhoneſt reckoning—l grew aſhamed 
of it—it was the gain of a flave—every ſentiment 
of honour revolted againſt it—the higher I got, 
the more I was forced upon my beggarly ſyſtem— 
the better the Coterie—the mere children of art 
— I languiſhed for thoſe of nature: and 
one night, after a moſt vile proſtitution of my- 
ſelf to half a dozen different people, I grew ſick 
vent to bed—ordered La Fleur to get me 
horſes in the morning to ſet out for Italy. 
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MOULINES. 


Never felt what the diſtreſs of plenty was 
in any one ſhape till now to travel it 
through the Bourbonnois, the ſweeteſt part in 
France in the hey-day of the vintage, when 


Nature is pouring her abundance into every one's 


lap, and every eye is lifted up a journey, 
through each ſtep of which mufc beats time 
to Labour, and all her Children are rejoicing 
as they carry in their cluſters—to paſs through 
this with my affections flying out, and kindling: 
at every group before me—and every one of 
them was pregnant with adventures. 
it would fill up twenty 
umes and alas! I have but a few 
ſmall pages left of this to croud it into and 
the half of theſe muſt be taken up with the 
poor Maria, my friend, Mr. Shandy, met with 
near Moulines. 

The ſtory he had told of that diſordered maid 
affected me not a little in the reading; but when 
got within the neighbourhood where the lived, 
it returned ſo ſtrong into my mind, that I could 
not reſiſt an impulſe which prompted me to go, 
half a league out of the road to the village where 
her parents dwelt to enquire after her. 

It is going, I own, like the knight of the 
Woeful Countenance, in. queſt of melancholy 

adventures 
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adventures but I know not how it is, 
but I am never ſo perfectly conicious of the 
exiſtence of a ſoul within me, as when I am in- 
tangled in them. | 

The old mother came to the door, her looks 
told me the ſtory before ſhe opened her mouth 
She had loſt her huſband : He had died, 
ſhe ſaid, of anguiſh, for the loſs of Maria's 
ſenſes about a month before She had feared i 
at firſt, ſhe added, that it would have plundered | 
her poor girl of what little underſtanding was 
left—but, on the contrary, it had brought her 
more to herſelt—ſtill ſhe could not reſt—her \ 
poor daughter, ſhe laid, crying, was wandering | 
ſome where about the road — | 

Why does my pulſe beat languid as I write 
this? and what made La Fleur, whoſe heart 
ſeemed only to be turned to joy, to paſs the 
back of his hand twice acroſs his eyes, as the 
woman ſtood and told it? I beckoned to the 
poſtillion to turn back into the road. 

When we had got within half a league of 
Moulines, at a little opening in the road leading 
to a thicket, I diſcovered poor Maria fitting un- 
der a poplar—ſhe was fitting with her elbow in 
her lap, and her head leaning on one fide within 
her hand—a ſmall brook ran at the foot of the 
tree. 

I bid the poſtillion go on with the chaiſe to 
Moulines—and La Fleur to beſpeak my ſupper 
and that I would walk after him. 

She was dreſſed in white, and much as my. 
friend deſcribed her, except that her hai hung 
looſe, which before was twiſted: within a filk 
net. She had, ſuperadded* likewiſe. to her 
jacket. a. pale green ribband,. which. fell _ 
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her ſhoulder to her waiſt ; at the end of which i 

hung her pipe. Her goat had been as faithleſs 1 
11 


as her lover; and ſhe had got a little dog in 
lieu of him, which ſhe had kept tied by a 


ſtring to her girdle; as I looked at her dog, ſhe ö ; | 
drew him towards her with the ſtring— ** Thou RES 
« ſhalt not leave me, Sylvio,” faid the. I 4 


looked in Maria's eyes, and ſaw ſhe was think- 
ing more of her father than of her lover or her 
little goat ; for as ſhe uttered them the tears 
trickled down her cheeks. 

I ſat down cloſe by her; and Maria let me 
wipe them away as they fell, with my handker- 
chief. I then ſteeped it in my own—and then 
hers—and then in mine—and then I wiped hers 
again and as I did, I felt ſuch undeſcribable 
emotion within me, as I am ſure could not be 
accounted for from any combinations of matter 
and motion. 

I am poſitive I have a ſoul ; nor can all the 
books with which materialiſts have peſtered the 
world ever convince me of the contrary. 


MARIA 
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MARIA, 


HEN Maria had come a little to her- 
' ſelf, I aſked her it ſhe remembered a 
tall thin perſon of a man who had. ſat down be- 
twixt her and her goat about two years before? 
She ſaid, ſhe was unſettled much at that time, 
but remembered it upon two accounts—that ill 
as ſhe was ſhe ſaw the perſon pitied her; and 
next, that her goat had ſtolen his handkerchief, 
and ſhe had beat him for the thett ſhe had 
waſhed it ſhe ſaid in the brook, and kept it ever 
ſince in her pocket to reſtore it to him in caſe ſhe 
ſhould ever ſee him again, which, ſhe added, 
he had halt promiſed her. As the told me this, 
ſhe took the handkerchief out of her pocket to 
let me ſee it ; ſhe had folded it up neatly in a 


couple of vine leaves, tied round with a tendril. 


—0oN opening it, I ſaw an S marked in one of 
the corners. 

She had ſince that, ſhe told me, ſtrayed as 
far as Rome, and walked round St. Peter's once 
and returned back—that ſhe found her way 
alone acroſs the Apenines—had travelled over all 
Lombardy without money—and thro' the flinty 
roads of Savoy without ſhoes—how (he had borne 
it, and how ſhe had got ſupported, fhe could not 
tell but God tempers the wind, (aid Maria, to 
the horn lamb. 

Shorn, indeed! and to the quick, ſaid I; and 
was thou in my own land, where I have a cot- 
tage, I would take thee to it and ſhelter thes 

Thou 
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Thou ſhould'ſt eat of my own bread, and drink 
of my own cup—l would be kind to thy Sylvio 
—in all thy weakneſſes and wanderings I would 
ſeek after thee and bring thee back hen the 
ſun went down I would ſay my prayers, and 
when I had done thou ſhouldeſt play the evening 
ſong upon thy pipe, nor would the incenſe of my 
ſacrifice be worſe accepted for entering heaven 
alorg with that of a broken heart. 

Nature melted within me, as I uttered this 
and Maria obſerving, as I took out my hand- 
kerchief, that it was ſtceped too much already 
to be of ufe, would needs go waſh it in the 
ſtream. And where will you dry it, Maria ? 
aid I—lI will dry it in my boſom, ſaid ſhe it 
will do me good. 

* is your heart ſtill ſo warm, Maria? 
aid I. 

I touched upon the firing on which hung all 
her ſorrows—ſhe looked with wiſtful diforder for 
ſome time in my face; and then without ſaying 
any thing, took her pipe, and played her ſervice 
to the Virgin—The ſtring I had touched ceaſed 
to vibrate—in a moment or two Mari turned to 
herſelf—let her pipe fall—and roſe up. 

And where are you going, Maria? faid I.— 
She ſaid, to Moulines—Let us go, faid I, toge- 
ther. Maria put her arm within mine, and 
lengthening the ſtring, to let the dog follow—in 
that order we entered Moulines. 


MARIA. 
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MARIA. 
MOULINES, 


HOUGH I hate falutations and greetings 

in the market place, vet when we got 
into the middle of this; I ſtopped to take my 
laſt look and laſt farewel of Maria. 

Maria, though not tall, was nevertheleſs of 
the firſt order of fine forms affliction hed 
touched her looks with ſomething that was 
ſcarce earthiy—ftill ſhe was feminine—and ſo 
much was there about her of all that the heart 
wiſhes, or the eye looks for in woman, that 
could the traces be ever worn out of her brain, 
and thoſe of Eliza's out of mine, ſhe ſhould 
net only eat of my bread and drink of my own cup, 
but Maria ſhould lie in my boſom, and be unto 
me as a daughter, 

Adieu, poor luckleſs maiden !—imbibe the oil 
and wire which the compaſſion of a ſtranger, as 
he journieth on his way, now pours into thy 
wounds—that Being who has twice bruiſed thee 
can only bind them up for ever. 


THE 
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(OF) 


THE BOURBONNOTS. 


HERE was nothing from which I had 
painted out for myſelf ſo joyous a riot 
of the affeQtons, as in this journey in the vin- 
tage, through this part cf France ; but paſling 
through this gate of ſorrow to it, my tuffterings 
have totally unfitted me: In every icene of feſ- 
tivity I ſaw Maria in the back ground of the 
piece, fitting penſive under her poplar; and I 
had got almoſt to Lyons before I wes able to 
caſt aſha de acroſs her 

Lear ſenſibility ! ſource inexhauſted of 
all that's precious in our joys, or coſtly in our 
ſorrows ! thou chaineſt thy martyr down upon a 
bed of ſtraw—and it is thou who lifts him up to 
HEAVEN eternal fountain of our feelings |—it 
is here I trace thee—and his is thy divinity 
which flirs within me not, that in ſome ſad 
and ſickening moments, my ſoul ſhrinks back 
* upon herſelf, and flartles at veſtruftion'—mere 
pomp ot words [but that I tee] ſome generous 
joys and generous cares beyond myſelf all 
comes from thee, preat—great SENSORIUM of 
the world! which vibrates, if a hair of our 


head but fall upon the ground, in the remoteſt 


deſart of thy creation Touched with thee, 
Eugenius draws my curtain when I languiſh— 
hears my tale of ſymptoms, and blames the wea- 
ther for the diſorder of his nerves. Thou giveſt 
a portion of it ſometimes to the rougheſt pea- 
ſant who traverſes the bleakeſt mountains—he 
finds the lacerated lamb of another's flock— This 
moment I beheld him leaning with his head a- 

| gainſt 
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gainſt his crook, with piteous inclination looking 
down upon it Oh! had I come but one moment 
fooner [it bleeds to death—his gentle heart 
bleeds with it 

Peace to thee, generous ſwaint I fee thoy 
walkeſt off with anguiſh—but thy joys ſhall ba- 
lance it----for happy is thy cottage---and happy 
is the ſharer of it----and happy are the lambs 
which ſport about you. 


THE SUPPER. 


SHOE coming looſe from the fore fo 

of the thill-horſe, at the beginring ot 
the aſcent of mount "Taurira, the poſtillion di- 
mounted, twiſted the ſhoe off, and pur it in his 
pocket; as the aſcent was five or ſix miles, 
and that horſe our main dependance, I made a 
point of having the ſhoe faſtened on again, as 
well as we could, but the poſtillion had thrown 
away the nails, and the hammer in the chaiſe- 
box, being of no great uſe without them, I ſub- 
mitted to go on. 

He had not mounted half a mile higher, when 
coming to a flinty piece of road, the poor devil 
loſt a ſecond ſhoe, and from off his other fore- 
foot; I then got out of the chaiſe in good eai- 
neſt; and fecirg a houſe about a quarter of 2 


mile to the left-hand, with a great deal to do, 


] prevailed upon the poſtillion to turn up to it. 
The look of the houte, and of every thing about 
it, as we drew nearer, ſoos reconciled me to te 


diſaſter.—It was a little farm-houſe ſurrounded 


with abou. twenty acres of vineyard, about as 


much corn and cloſe to the houſe, on one fide, 


was 
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was a fotagerie of an acre and an half full of 
every thing which could make plenty in a French 

ealants houſe---and on the other kde was a little 
wood which furniſhed wherewithal to dreſs it. It 
was about eight in the evening when I got to the 
houſe---ſo 1 left the poſtillion to manage his point 
as he could---and for mine, I walked directly into 
the houſe. 

The family conſiſted of an old grey-headed 
man ard his wife, with five or fix ſons and ſons— 
in-law and their ſeveral wives, and joyous ge- 
nealogy out of them. 

They were all ſitting down together to their 
lentil-ſoup; a large wheaten loaf was in the 
middle of the table; and a flaggon of wine at 
each end of it promiſed joy thro' the ſtages of 
the repaſt---"'twas a feaſt of love: 

The old man roſe up to meet me, and with a 
reſpectful cordiality would have me fit down at 
the table; my heart was ſat down the moment | 
entered the room; fo I fat down at once like a 


ſon of the family; and to inveſt myſelf in the 


character as fpeedily as I could, I inſtantly bor- 


rowed the old man's knife, and taking up the 


loaf, cut myſelf a hearty luncheon ; and as did 
it | faw a teſtimony in every eye, not only of an 
honeft welcome, but of a welcome mixed with 
thanks that I had not ſeemed to doubt it. 

Was it this; or tell me, Nature, what elſe it 
was which made this morfel ſo ſweet---and to 
what magic I owe it, that the draught I took of 
their flaggon was ſo delicious with it, that they 
remain upon my palate to this hour ? 


If the ſupper was to my taſte---the grace which 


followed it was much more ſo. 


THE 
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Te. 


HEN ſupper was over, the old man gave 
a knock upon the table with the haft of 
his knife to bid them prepare for the dance :— 
the moment the ſignal was given, the woman and 
girls ran all together into the back apartment to 
tie up their hair and the young men to the 
door to waſh their faces, and change their ſabots ; 
and in three minutes every ſou] was ready upon a 
little eſplanade before the houſe to begin The 
old man and his wife came out laſt, and, placing 
me betwixt them, fat down upon a ſopha of turt 
by the door. 

The old man had ſome fifty years ago been no 
mean performer upon the vielle—and at the age 
he was then of, touched it well enongh for the 
purpoſe. His wife ſung now and then a little to 
the tune—then intermitted—and joined the old 
man again as their children and grand-children 
danced before them. 

It was not till the middle of the ſecond dance, 
when, from ſome pauſes in the the movement, 
wherein they all ſeemed to look up, I fancied [ 
could diſtinguiſh an elevation of ſpirit different 
from that which is the cauſe of the effect of ſimple 
jollity.—In a word, I thought I beheld Religion 
mixed in the dance but as I had never ſeen her 
ſo engaged, I ſhould have looked upon it now, as 
one of the illuſions of an imagination which 15 
eternaily miſleading me, had not the old man, as 
ſoon as the dance ended, ſaid, that this was their 


conſtant way ; and that all his lite long he made 
it 
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ta rule, after ſupper was over, to call out his 


that a chearful and contented mind was the beſt 
ſort of thanks to heaven that an illiterate peaſant 


could pay 
Or a learned prelate either, ſaid I. 


THE Cast or DELICACY. 


HEN you have gained the top of mount 

Taurira, you run preſently down to Li- 
ons— adicu then to all rapid movements! I: is a 
journey of caution ; and it fares better with ſen- 
timent, not to be in a hurry with them; ſo I con- 
traced with a Voiturin to take his time with a 
couple of mules, and convey me in my own 
chaiſe ſafe to Turin through Savoy. 

Poor, patient, quiet, honeſt people] fear not 
your poverty, the treaſury of your ſimple virtues, 
will not be envied you by the world, nor will 
your vallies be invaded by it. Nature! in the 
midſt of thy diſorders, thou art ſti]l friendly to 
the ſcantine!s thou has created—with all thy great 
works about thee, little haſt thou left to give, either 
to the ſcythe or to the ſickle—but to that little 
thou granted ſafety and protection; and ſweet are 
the dwellings which ſtand ſo ſheltered. 

Let the way-worn traveller vent his complaints 
upon the ſudden turns and dangers of your roads 
—your rocks—your precipices the dil.culties of 
getting up—the horrors of getting dev 1—moun- 
tains impracticable—ard cataraas, winch roll 
down great ſtones from their ſuramits, and block 
up his road. "The peafants had been all day at 
work in removing a fragment of this kind —__ 

t Mi- 


family to dance and rejoice 3 believing, he ſaid, 
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St. Michael and Madane ; and by the time my 
Voiturin got to the place, it wanted full two 


hours of complecating before a paſſage could any, 


how be gained: There was nothing but to wait 
with patience——it was a wet and tempeſtuous 
night; fo that by the delay, and that together, 
the Voiturin found himſelf obliged to take up five 
miles ſhort of his ſtage at a little decent kind of 
an inn by the road fide. 

I forthwith took poſſeſſion of my bed-chamber 
—got a good fire—ordered ſupper ; and was 
thanking 3 it was no worie—when a voi- 
ture arrived with a lady in it and her ſervant-maid. 

As there was no other bed- chamber in the 
houſe, the hoſteſs, without much nicety, led 
them into mine, telling them, as ſhe uſhered 
them in, that there was nobody in it but an Eng- 
liſh gentleman-—-there were two good beds in it, 
and a cloſet within the room which held another 
the accent in which he ſpoke of this third 
bed did not ſay much for it—however, ſhe ſaid 
there were three beds, and but three people— 
and ſhe durſt fay, the gentleman would do any 
thing to accommodate matter left not the la- 
dy a moment to make a conjecture about it 
inſtantly made a declaration I would do any thing 
in my power. 

As this did not amount to an abſolute ſurrender 
of my bed-chamber, I ſtill felt myſelf ſo much 
the proprietor, as to have a right to do the ho- 
nours of it—ſo I deſired the lady to fit dowr— 
preſſed her into the warmeſt ſeat—calied for more 
wood—deſired the hoſteſs to enlarge the plan of 
the ſupper, and to favour us with the very bell 
wine. 


The 
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The lady had ſcarce warmed herſelf five mi- 
nutes at the fire, before ſhe began to turn her 
head back, and pive a look at the beds; and the 
oftener ſhe caſt her eyes that way, the more they 
returned perplexed—1 felt for her—and for my- 
ſelf, for in a few minutes, what by her looks, and 
the caſe itſelf, 1 found myſelf as much embarrai- 
ſed as it was poſſible the lady could be herſelt. 

That the beds we were to he in were in one 
and the ſame room, was enough ſimply by itfelt 
to have excited all this but the poſition of them, 
for they ſtood parallel, and ſo very cloſe to each 
other as only to allow ſpace for a ſmal} wicker 
chair betwixt them, rendered the affair ſtill more 
oppreſſive to us they were fixed up moreover 
near the fire, and the projection of the chimney 
on one ſide, and a large beam which croſſed the 
room on the other, formed a kind of receſs ior 
them that was no way favourable to the nicety of 
our ſenſations—if any thing could have added to 
it, it was, that the two beds were both of them 
ſo very ſmall, as to cut us off from every idea ot 
the lady and the maid lying together; which in 
either of them, could it have been feaſible, my 
lying beſide them, though a thing not to be wiſh- 
ec, yet—there was ES in it fo terrible in 
which the imagination might not have pailed over 
without torment. 

As for the litile room within, it offered litile 
or no conſolation to us; it was a damp cold cloſet, 
with a halt diſmantled window-fhutter, and with 
a window which had neither glaſs or oil paper in 
it to keep out the tempeſt of the right. I did 
not endeavour to ſtifle my cough when the lady 
gave a peep into it; ſo it reduced the caſe in 
courſe to this alternative——=that the lady ſhould 

H ſacrifice 
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ſacrifice her health to her feelings, and take u 
with the cloſet herſelf, and abandon the bed next 
mine to her maid—or that the girl ſhould take the 
cloſet, &c. &c, 

The lady was a Piedmonteſe of about thirty, 
with a glow of health in her cheeks— The maid 
was a Lyonoiſe of twenty, and as briſk and lively 
a French girl as ever moved 'There were dit- 
ficulties every way—and the obſtacle of the ſtone 
in the road, which brought us into the diſtreſs, 
great as it appeared, whilſt the peaſants were re- 
moving it, was but a pebble to what lay in our 
way now I have only to add, that it did not 
leſſen the weight which hung upon our ſpitits, 
that they were both too delicate to communicate 
what we felt for each other upon the occaſion. 

We ſat down to ſupper; and had we not bad 
more generous wine to it than a little inn in Sa- 
voy could have furniſhed, our tongues had been 
tied up, till neceſſity herſelf had ſet them at li- 
berty—but the lady having a few bottles of Bur- 
'gundy in her voiture, ſent down her Fille de 


chambre for a couple of them; ſo that by the " 
time ſupper was over, and we were left alone, ” 
we felt ourſelves inſpired with a ſtrength of mind » 
ſufficient to talk, at leaſt, without reſerve upon a 
our ſituation, We turned it every way, and de- x 
bated and conſidered it in al! kind of lights in the 
courſe of a two hours negociation ; at the end of 
which the articles were ſettled finally betwixt us, | 


and ftipulated for'in form and manner of a treaty 
of er [ believe, with as much religion 
and good faith on both ſides, as in any treaty 
which has yet had the honour of being handed 

down to poſterity, 


They 


„ 
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They were as follow : 

Firſt, As the right of the bed-chamber is in 
Monſieur—and he thinking the bed next to the 
fire to be the warmeſt, he inſiſts upon the con- 
ceſſion on the lady's fide of taking up with it. 

Granted, on the part of Madame ; with a pro- 
viſo, That as the curtains of that bed are of a 
imſy tranſparent cotton, and appear likewiſe 
too ſcanty to draw cloſe, that the Fille de Cham- 
bre ſhall faſten up the opening, either by cork- 
ing pins, or_needle and thread in ſuch manner as 
ſhall be deemed a ſufficient barrier on the ſide cf 
Monſicur. 

2dly. It is required on the part of Madame, 
that Monſieur ſhall lay the whole night through 
in his robe de chambre. 


Rejected: lnaſmuch Monſieur is not worth a 


robe de chambre; he having nothing in his 
portmanteau but ſix ſhuts and a black (ilk pair of 
breeches. 

The mentioning the ſilk pair of breeches made 
an entire change of the article—for the breeches 
were accepted as an equivalent for the robe de 
chambre, and ſo it was ſtipulated and agreed up- 
on that I ſhould lay in my black ſilk breeches all 
night. 

3dly. It was inſiſted upon and ſtipulated for 
by the lady, that efter Monſieur was got to 
bed, and the candle and fire extinguiſhed, that 
Monſieur ſhould not ſpeak one ſingle word the 
whole night. 

Granted ; provided Monſieur's ſaying his pray- 
ers might not be deemed an infrattion of the 
treaty. . ; 

There was but one point forgot in this treaty, 

H2 „ and 
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and that was the manner in which the lady arg 


myſelf ſhould be obliged to undreſs and get t9 
bed—there was but one way of doing it, and 
that TI leave to the reader to deviſe; proteſting 
as I do it, that if it is not the moſt delicate in 
nature, it is the fault of his own imagination— 
againſt which this is not my firſt complaint. 
Now when we were got to bed, whether it 
was the novelty of the ſituation, or what it was 
I know not; but fo it was, I could not (hut my 
eyes; I tried this fide and that, and turned again, 
till a Cul hour after midnight ; when Nature and 


Patience both wearing out——O my God!] ſaid 
I 


— You have broke the treaty, Monſieur, ſaid 
the lady, who had no more ſlept than myfe}f.,— 
I begged a thouſand pardons—but inſiſted it was 
no more than an ejuculaticor—ſhe maintained |: 
was an entire :inirattion of the treaty—l main- 
tained it was provided {or in the clauſe of he 
third article. 

The lady would by no means give vp m 
poirt, though ſhe weakened her barrier by | 
for in the warmth of the diſpute, I could 1 
two or three corking pins fall out of the curtain 
to the ground. 

Upon my word and honour, Madame, faid [ 
— ſtretching my arm out of bed, by way of ailc- 
veration 

—(I was going to have added, that } would 
not have treſpaſſed againſt the remoteſt idea ot 


decorum for the world) 


— But the Fille de Chambre hearing there 
were words between us, and fearing that hoſtili- 
ties would enſue cf courie, had crept filent'y 


Cut 


cult 
ſtole 
{cit 
ther 
line 
8 
hol. 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 173 


out of her cloſet, and it being totally dark, had 
ſtolen ſo cloſe to our beds, that ſhe had got her- 
ſcif into the narrow paſſage which ſeparated 
them, and had advanced ſo tar up as to be in a 
line betwixt her miſtrefs and mc 

So that When I ftretched out my hand, I caught 
hold of the Fille de Chambre's. 


I 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE. 


LORD APSLEY, 


LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR 


or ENGLAND. 


MyLoxD, 


II E editor of the ſollowing letters, is ſo 
far from having taſted your Lordſhip's 
bounty, that he is and perhaps ever mult 1c- 
main, a ſttanger 10 your ferſon, conſequently no 
aculation is to be apprehen ded from him 

He leaves it to the weak and opprelied, the 
widow and orphan, to proclaim y ur Lordſhip $ 
virtues in your public capacity ; that waich he 
would celebrate is of a private nature, namely, 
your filial affeQion, which is ſo conſpicuous, 
that he Rattcrs himſelf a volume of letters wit- 
ten by ſuch a perſon as Mr STERN E, in which 
your noble father is placed ina ght ſo tity 
am! table, cannot fail of engaging y OUT Loldſhip's 
gracious acceptance, and prot. Qtoi;=—in tis hope, 
a: d upon this {oundation, he preſumes to Cedt- 


cate theſe papers to your Lerdſhip, and to have. 


tbe honour of ſubſcriving himtclt, 
My Lord, 
your Lordthip's 
moſt obe dient, 
and molt l. umble Sctvant, 
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FREF A CE 


HT. foul and infamous trafic, between diſ- 
honeſt bookſellers, and profligate ſcribblers, 
which has ſubſiſted for more than a century, has 
juſtly brought poſthumous publications under ſuſ- 
picion, in England, France, and more eſpecially 
in Holland : miniſters of ſtate in every European 
court, great generals, royal miſtreſſes, authors of 
eſtabliſhed reputaticn, in a word, all ſuch as have 
had the misfortune to advance themirlve: to 
eminence, have been obliged to leave behind 
thera parcels of letters, and other memurs, of 
the moſt ſecret and important tranſactions of 
their times, in which, every fact beyond the in- 
formation of a news- paper or coffeeHoute G is 
ſo faithfully miſrepreſented; ever chara®' er de- 
lineated with ſuch punctual deviait. 1 vom the 
truth, and cauſes and effects which have uo poſ- 
ble relation, are with ſuch amazizg effrontery 
obtruded upon the public, that it is no wonder it 
men of ſenſe, who read for inſtruction as well as 
entertainment, generally condemn them in the 
lump, never, or very rarely, affording them the 
honour of a peruſal, —the publiſher of theſe 1<t- 
ters however, has not the ſmaileſt apptet enſion 


that any part of this well grounded cenſute can 


tall to his ſhare ; he deals not in turpriftins events 
to aſtoniſu the reader, nor in characters (oe x- 


cepted) 


* 
cepted) which have figured on the great theatre 
of the world; he purpoſely waves all prooſs 
which might be drawn concerning their authenti— 
city, from the character of the gentleman who 
hed the peruſal of the originals, and, with Eli- 
za's permiſhon faithfully copied them at Bombay 
in the Faſt Indies; from the teſtimony of many 
reputable families in this city, who knew and 
loved Eliza, careſſed and admired Mr. Sterne, 
and were well acquainted with the tender friend- 
ſhip between them, from many curious anec- 
Cotes in the letters themiclves, any one of which 
were fully ſufficient to authenticate them, and 
ſubmits his reputation to the taſte and diſcern- 
ment of the commoneſt reader, who muſt, in 
ene view perceive that theſe letters are genuine, 
beyond any poſſibility of doubt,—as the public is 
unqueſtionably entitled to every kind of informa- 
tion concerning the charagers contained in the!e 
letters, which cenſiſts with the duties of huma- 
nity and a good citizen, that 15, a minute ac- 
quaintance u ith thoſe of whom honourable men- 
tion is made, or the publiſher is furniſhed with 
authorities to vindicate from Mr. Sterne's cen— 
ſures, which as a man of warm temper and live- 
ly imaginaticn, he was perhaps ſumetimes hurried 
into without due reflection, he perſuades himſelf 
that no party concerned, will or can be offended 
with this publication, eſpecially if it is conſidered 
that without fuch information it would be cold 
and unentertaining; that by publiſhing their me- 
rits he cannot be underſtood to intend them any 
injury, and without it, it would in himſelf fail in 
his duty to the public. Eliza, the lady to 
whom theſe letters are addreſſed, is Mrs. Eliza- 
„ aner. wife of Waniel Diaper, Eſq; coun- 
lellor 


1 

ſellor at Bombay, and at preſent chief of the 
Engliſh factory at Surat, a gentleman very much 
reſpected in that, quarter of the glube—ſhe is b 

birth an Eaſt Indian; but the circumſtance of be- 
ing born in the country not proving ſufficient to 
defend her delicate frame againſt the heats of that 
burning climate, ſhe came to England for the re- 
covery of her health, when by accident ſhe be- 
came acquainted with Mr. Sterne, he immedi- 
ately diſcovered in her a mind ſo congenial with 
his own, ſo enlightened, fo refired, and ſo ten- 
der, that their mutual attradtion preſently joined 
them in the cloſeſt union that purity could poſſi- 
bly admit of ; he loved her as his friend, and 
prided in her as his pupil; all her concerns be- 
came preſently his; her health, her circumſtan- 
ces, her reputation, her children were his; his 
fortune, his time, his country, were at her dis- 
poſal, ſo far as the ſacrifice of all or any of thele 
might, in his opinion, contribute to her real hap- 
pineſs. If it is aſked whether the glowing heat 
of Mi. Sterne's affection never trai:{poited him 
to a flight beyond the limits of pure platoniſm, 
the publiſher will not take upon him ablolutely to 
deny it; but this he thinks, fo far frem leaving 
any ſtain upon that gentle man's memory, that it 
perhaps includes his ſaireſt encomium, ſince to 
cheriſh the ſeeds of piety and chaſtity in a heart 
which the paſſions are intereſted to corrupt, muſt 
be allowed to be the nobleſt effort of a ſoul 
fraught and fortified with the juſteſt ſentiments of 
religion and virtue. -r. and Mr-. James, fo 
frequently and honourably memioned in theſe let- 
ters, are the worthy heads of an opulent family 


in this city: their character is too well eftabliſh-- 


ed to need the aid of the publiſher in ſecuring the 
eſti mation 
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eſtimation they ſo well deſerve, and univerſally 
poſſeſs, yet, he cannot reſtrain one obſervation; 
that to have been reſpected and beloved by Mr. 
Sterne and Mrs. Draper, is no inconſiderable 
teſtimony of their merit, and ſuch as it cannot 
be diſpleaſing to them to fee publiſhed to the 
world. —— Miſs Light, now Mrs. Stratton, is on 
all accounts a very amiable young lady—ſhe was 
accidentally a paſſenger in the ſame ſhip with 
Eliza, and inſtantly engaged her friendſhip and 
eſteem, but being mentioned in one of Mrs. 
Draper's letters to Mr. Sterne, in ſomewhat of a 
comparative manner with herſelf, his partiality 
for her, as ſhe modeſtly exprefled it,. took the 
alarm, and betrayed him into ſome expreſſions, 
the coarſeneſs of which cannot be exculed. Mrs, 
Draper declares that this lady was entirely un- 
known to him, and infinitely ſuperior to his idea 
of her: ſhe has been lately married to George 
Stratton, Eſq; counſellor at Madraſs.— The man- 
ner in which Mr. Sterne's acquaintance with the 
celebrated Lord Bathurſt, the friend and compa- 
nion of Addiſon, Swift, Pope, Steele, and all the 
fineſt wits of the laſt age, commenced, cannot 
fail to attract the attention of the curious reader: 
here, that great man is ſocial and unreſerved, 
unſhakled with that ſedulity in ſupporting a 
feigned character which expoſes moſt of his rank 
to the contempt of wiſe men, and the ridicule of 
their valet de chambre; here he appears the 
ſame as in his hours of feſtivity ard happineſs 
with Swift and Addiſon, ſuperior io forms and 
ceremonies, and, in his eighty-fifth year, abound- 
ing in wit, vivacity and humanity : methinks, 
the pleaſure of ſuch a gentleman's acquaintance 
reſembles that of converſing with ſuperior. be- 
ings 


oF, on 
ings ; but it is not fit to dwell longer on this 
pleaſing topic, leaſt it ſhould anticipate the rea- 
der's pleaſure in peruſing the letter itſelf. One 
remark however it ſuggeſts, which may be uſe- 
ful to old men in general, namely, that it ap- 
pears by his Lordfhip's example, the ſour con- 
trated ſpirit obſervable in old age, is not ſpecifi- 
cally an effect of years, altho' they are com- 
monly pleaded in its excuſe. Old men would 
therefore do well to correct this odious quality in 
themſelves; or, it that muſt not be, to invent a 
better apology for it. It is very much to be la- 
mented, that Eliza's modeſty was invincible to 
all the publiſher's endeavours to obtain her an- 
iwers to theſe letters: her wit, penetration and 
judgment, her happineſs in the epiſtolary ityle, 
ſo rapturouſly commended by Mr. Sterne, could 
not fail to furniſh a rich entertainment for the 
public. The publiſher could not help telling her, 
that he wiſhed to God ſhe really was poſſeſſed of 


that vanity with which ſhe was charged; to bY 
which ſhe replied, that ſhe was ſo far from ac- + 
quitting herſelf of vanity, that ſhe ſuſpected that bs 
to be the cauſe why ſhe could not prevail on her- 1% 


ſelf to ſubmit her letters to the public eye; for 
altho', Mr, Sterne was partial to every thing of 
her's, ſhe could not hope that the world would 
be ſo too. With this anſwer he was obliged to 
be contented; yet cannot refle& without deep 
concern, that this elegant accompliſhment, ſo 
peculiarly adapted to the refined and delicate un- 
derſtandings of ladies ſhould be yet ſo rarc, that 
we can boaſt of only one Lady Wortley Mon- 
tague among us; and that Eliza, in particular, 
could not be prevailed on to follow the example 
of that admired lady, The reader will 9 
that 


vii 
that theſe letters have various ſignatures; ſome- 
times he ſigns Scerne, ſometimes Yor ck, and 


to one or two he ſigns her Bramin. Altho' it is 


Pretty generally known who the Bramins are, 
yet leaſt any body ſhould be at a loſs, it may nut 
be amiſs to obſerve, that the principal cait or 
tribe among the idolatrous Indians are the Bra— 
mins, and out of the chief claſs of this caſt 
comes the prieſts ſo famous for their auſteritics, 
and the ſhocking torments, and frequently death, 
they voluntary expoſe theinſelves to, on a religi— 
ous account. Now, as Wr. Sterne was a cler- 
gyman, and Eliza an Indian by birth, it was cuſ— 
tomary with ker to call him her Bramin, Which 
he accordingly, in his plealant mods, ufcs as 2 
ſignature, —- 


It remains only io take ſume notice of the fa— 
mily, marked with aſtciiſks, on whom Mr. 
Sterne has thought proper to ſhed the bittercil 
gall of his pen. It is however evident, even from 
ſome paſſages in the I*:ters themſcives, that 
Mrs. Draper could not be cgſily prevailed on 90 
ſee this family in the ſame odious light in which 
they appeared to her peihaps over zealous friend. 
He, in the heat, or I may fay, hvrry of his al- 
fection, might have accepted ſuſpicious ciicun- 
ſtances as real evidences «f guilt, or liſtened too 
ungvardedly to the inſinuations of their enc- 
Mies,——— 


Be that as it may, as the prbliſher is not fur- 
niſhed with ſufficient authorities to exculpate 
them, he chuſes to drop the ungraletul fubjed, 
heartily wiſhing, that this ftam:ly may not only 


he innocent of the ſhock.og treachery with 
which 


whi 
ma} 
wot 
ind! 
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| which they are charged, but may be able to 9 
| make their innocence appear clearly to the F 

world; otherwiſe, that no perſon may be 2 
ind. ſtrious enough to make known their 4 


name, 
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LIZ A will receive my books with this--- 

the ſummons came all hot from the heart ; 

I wiſh that could give them any title to be aft- 

fered to yours; the others came from che 

head------I am more indifferent about their 

reception 

I know not how it comes, but I am half in 

love with you---I ought to be wholly ſo; for I 

never valued (or ſaw more good qualities to va- 

lue) or thought more of one of your ſex than of 
you---ſo adieu. 

Yours faithfully, 
if not affeQtionately--- 
L— S——NE, 


CANNOT reſt Eliza, tho? I ſhall call on you 
at half paſt twelve, till I know how you do 
—may thy dear face ſmile as thou riſeſt, like the 
ſun of this morning ! I was much grieved to hear 
of your alarming indiſpoſition yeſterday ; and 
diſappointed too at not being let in— © Re- 
© member, my dear, that a friend has the ſame 
* right as a phyſician ;”—the etiquettes of this 
town (you'll ſay) ſay otherwiſe; no matter, de- 
licacy and property do not always conſiſt in ob- 
ſerving their frigid doQrines---I am going out to 
breakfaſt, but ſhall be at my lodgings by eleven, 
when I hope to read a ſingle line under thy own 
hand, that thou art better, and will be glad to 
ſee thy 

Nine o' clock. 


BRAMIN. 


I got 
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12 YORICK To ELIZA. 


GOT thy letter laſt night, Eliza, © my re- 

turn from Lord Bathurſt's, where Hd 414 
where I was heard (as I talked of (hs or an 
hour without intermiſſion) with fo men place 
ſure and attention, that the good cold Lord tos el 
your health three ſeveral time?; and thoug!, +2 
is now in his eighty -fifth year, ſays he hopes (9 
live long enough to be introduced as a friend, 
to my poor Indian diſciple; and to ſes her 
eclipſe all other Nabobeſſes as much in wealth, 
as ſhe already does in exterior, and (what is 
far bettet) in interior merit — I hope fo 
tOO. 

This nobleman is an old friend of mine. 
You know he was always the proteQor of 
men of wit and genius, and had thoſe ot the laſt 


century, Addiſon, Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, 
&c. &c. always at his table, — 


The manner in which his notice of me began 


was ſingular, as it was polite: he came up to me 


one day, as I was at the Princeſs of Walcs's 
court « I want to know you Mr, St—e; 


© but it is fit you ſhould alſo know who it 


&« is that wiſhes this pleaſure. You have heard,” 
continued he, „of an old Lord Bathurſt, of 


©* whom your Pope's and Swift's have ſung ard 


& ſpoken ſo much: I have lived my life with 
& peniuſes of that caſt, but have ſurvived them; 
& and deſpairing ever to find their equals, 'tis 
& ſome ycars ſince I cloſed my accounts, ard 
& ſhut up my books, with thoughts. of never 
cc opening them again; but you have kindled a 
& defire in me to open them once more * 

46 gie 
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te die, which I now do—ſo go home and dine 
« with me?“ 

This nobleman, I fay, is a prodigy ! for at 
eighty five he has all the wit and promptneſs of 
a man of thiriy—a diſpoſition to be pleaſed, and 
a power to pleaſe others, beyond whatever 1 
knew; added to which, a man of leaining, 
courtely and feeling 

He heard me talk of thee, Eliza, with ur- 
common fatisfaftion ; or there was only a third 
perſon, and of iet.iibility with u —and a moiſt 
ſentimental afterroon t i} nire o' block, have we 
paſſed! But thou, Eliza, was the ſtar that con- 
ducted and enlightened the diſcuurie! and when 
I talked not of thee, ſtill didſt thou fill my 
mind, ard warm every thought I vitercd! for 1 
am not aihamed to ac kong wledge, I greatly miſs 
thee—- beſt of zl good girls! the ſuffetings 1 
ſuſtained ail night on accoum of thine, LIiza, 
are beyond the power of words aſſuredly 
does hcaven give iaength proportioned to the 
weight 't Jays upon us —— 't hou haſt been 
bowed down, my child, with every burden that 
ſorrow of heart and pain of body could inflict 
on a poor being and fill thou telleſt me 
thou art beginning to get caſts thy fever gone 
thy ſickneſs, the pain in thy fide, vaniſhing 
allo= - 

May every evil fo vaniſh, that thwarts Eliza's 
happineſs, or but awatens her feats for a mo- 
ment Fear rung, my dear; hape every 
thing, and the balm of this paſſion wiil ſhed its 
infnence on thy health, ard male thee enjoy a 
ſpring of youth ard cheaifulneſs, morethan thou 


haſt hardly yet taſted 


And 
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14 YORICK TO ELIZA. 


And ſo thou haſt fixed thy Bramin's portrait 
over thy writing-deſk, and will conſult it in all 
doubts and difficulties ;------Grateful good git] ! 
Yorick {miles contentedly over all thou doſt; 
his picture does not do juſtice to his own 
complacency----- 

Thy ſweet little plan and diſtribution of thy 
time, how worthy ot thee |! 

Indeed, Eliza, thou leaveſt me nothing to di- 
rect thee in; thou leaveſt me nothing to re- 
quire, nothing to aſk, but a continuance of 
that condu which won my eſteem, and has 
made me thy friend for ever. 

May the roſes come quick back to thy cheek, 
and therubies to thy lips! but truſt my declaration, 
Eliza, that thy huſband (if he is the good feel- 
ing man I wiſh him) will preſs thee to him with 
more honeſt warmth and affection, and kits thy 
pale poor deje & ed face, with more tranſport than 
he would be able to do in the beſt bloom of thy 
beauty and ſo he ought. I pity him 
he muſt have ſtrange feelings, if he knows 
not the value of ſuch a creature as thou 
art 


am glad Miſs Light goes with you, ſhe may 
relieve you from many anxious moments. 

| am glad too, that your ſhipmates are friendly 
beings you could leaſt diſpenſe with what 
is contrary to thy own nature, which 1s ſoft ard 
gentle. Eliza, it would civilize ſavages; though 
pity were it, thou ſhouldeſt be tainted with 
the oſhce—— 

How canſt thou make apologies for thy laſt 
letter ! it is moſt delicious to me for the very 
reaſons you excuſe it. 

Write 


dow 
dear 
neſs 


out t 


thy | 
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Write to me, my child, only ſuch; let them 
ſpeak the eaſy chearfulneſs of a heart that opens 
elf any how, and every how, to a man you 
ought to eſteem and truſt 

Such, Eliza, I write to thee, and fo I ſhould 
ever live with thee, moſt artleſsly, moit affec- 
tionately, if Providence permitted thy reſidence 
in the ſame ſection of the globe; for I am all 
at honour and inclination can make me, 


Thy 


Br a MIN. 


WRITE this, Eliza, at Mr. James's, whilſt 
he is dreſſing, and the dear girl his wife is 
writing beſide me, to thee — 
| got your melancholy billet before we ſat 
down to dinner ; it 1s melancholy indeed, my 
dear, to hear ſo piteous an account of thy fick- 
neſs ; thou art encompaſſed with evil enow, with- 
out that additional weight I fear it will fink 
thy poor foul, and body with it, paſt recovering 
Heaven ſupply thee with fortitude ! we 
have talked of nothing but thee, Eliza, and of 
| thy ſweet virtues, and endearing conduct, the 
whole afternoon. 
N Mrs. James and the Bramin have mixed their 
ears a hundred times, in ſpeaking of thy hard- 
1 Wihips, thy goodneſs, thy graces: *tis a ſubject 
„ chat will never end between us Oh, ſhe 1s 
\ ood and triendly |! 
The ** * by heaven are worthleſs; I have 
+ leard encugh to tremble at the articulation of 
thy name. -How could you, Liza, leave 
them (or ſuffer them to leave you rather) with 
e I mpreſſions the leaſt favourable ? 1 have told 
ther 
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thee enough to plant diſguſt againſt their tres. 
chery to thee, to the laſt hour of thy life ; y« 
ſtill thou toldeſt Mrs. James at laſt, that thou be- 
lieveſt they affeQionately loved thee------her 
delicacy to my Eliza, and true regard to 
her eaſe of mixd, have ſaved thee from hear- 
ing more glaring proofs of their baſeneſs----.. 
For God's ſake write not to them; nor fou 
thy fair charaQters with ſuch polluted hearts, 
— They love thee What proof ?—-Ts it their 
aQions which ſay ſo? or their zeal for thoſe at- 


tachments which do thee honour, and make thee 


happy? Or their terderneſs for thy fame? — 
No; but they weep, and ſay tender things,— 
Adieu to all ſuch for ever. 

Mrs. James's honeſt heart revolts againſt the 
idea of even returning them) one viſit. I honour 
her, and honour thee, for almoſt every act cf 
thy life, but this blind partiality to an unworthy 
being. 

Forgive my zeal, dear girl, and allow me : 
right, which ariſes only out of that fund of af- 
feCtion I have, and ſhall preſerve for thee, to the 
hour of my death - 


Reflect, Eliza, what are my motives for per-! 
petually advſing thee : think, whcther I can have 


any which proceed not from the cauſe which | 
have mentioned? 

I think vou a very deſerving woman, and that 
you want nothing but firmneſs, and a bee 
opinion of yourſelf, to be the beſt female charaQcr 
I know. 

I wiſh I could inſpire you with a ſhare of thet 
vanity your enemies lay to your charge (thoveh 
to me it has never been viſible} becauſe I think 
in a well turned mind it will produce geos 
efftets.—— 

I pro- 
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es. I probably ſhall never ſee you more; yet flat- 
yet Wl ter myſelf you will ſometimes think of me with 
be- pleaſure, becauſe you muſt be convinced I love 
her I you, and ſo intereſt myſelf in your reQtitude, 

to WT that I had rather hear of any evil befalling you, 
ar- than your want of reverence for yourſelf I 
-) bad not power to keep this remonſtrance in my 
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oul breaſt 'tis now out ſo adieu; heaven 

rts, N watch over my Eliza. Thine, | 

eit 5 | YoRICK. , 
at- bY 
hee 19 
3 O whom ſhould Eliza apply in her diſtreſs, 7 
Ne but to the friend that loves her : why then, 4 


my dear, do you apologize for employing me? 1 
Yorick would be offended, and with reaſon, 5 

; if you ever ſent commiſſions to another, 

which he could execuice——— TI have been with 

Zumps—and firſt, your piano-forte muſt de tu- 

ned from the baſs middle ſtring of your guitar, 

which is C. have got you a hammar too, 71 

and a pair of pliats to twilt your wire with; And 7 

may every one of them, my dear, vibrate {weet (| 

comfort to thy bopes | | a MEAS 

I have bought you ten handſome braſs- ſcrews 

to hang your neceſſaries upon iI purchaſed twelve, 

but ſtole a couple from you to put up in my own 

cabin at Coy wauld—I ſhall never bang or take 

my hat off one of them but I ſhall think of you— 

I have bought thee moreover a couple of iron 

ſcrews, which are more to be/depended upon than 

braſs for the globe Ed 
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I have wfote alſo to Mr. Abraham Walker, 

pilot at Deal, to acquaint him that I had dit- 4} 
patched, theſe in a packet directed to his care, 4 
which J deſired he would ſeek after the moment 1 
£7 | the | 
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the Deal machine arrives I have moreoye 
given direQions to him, what ſort of an arm chair 
you would want, and have directed him to pur- 
chaſe the beſt that Deal could afford, and to take 
it with the parcel in the firſt boat that went off 
Would I could, Eliza, thus ſupply all thy wants, 
and all thy wiſhes | it would be a ſtate of happi- 
Neſs to me 

The journal is as it ſhould be, all but its 
contents 

Poor dear patient being! I do more than pity 
you ; for I think I loſe both firmneſs and philo- 
ſophy as I figure to myſelf your diſtreſſes Do 
not think I ſpoke laft night with too much aſperi- 
ty of , there was a cauſe, and beſides, a good 
heart ought not to love a bad one, and indeed 
cannot; but adieu to the ungrateful ſubjeQ=— 

I have been this morning to ſee Mrs. James; 
ſhe loves thee tender ly and unfeignedly ; ſhe is 
alarmed for thee ; ſhe ſays thou looked moſt ill 
and melancholly on going a way ;—ſhe pities thee 
»»[ ſhall viſit her every Sunday while I am in 
town | 

As this may be my laſt letter, I earneſtly bid 
thee farewel | may the God of kindneſs, be kind 
tothee, and approve himſelf thy protector, now 
thou are defenceleſs l and for thy daily comfort 
bear in thy mind this truth, „that whatever mea- 
ſure of ſorrow and dullneſs is thy portion, it will 
be repaid to thee in full meaſure of happineſs, by 
the being thou haſt wiſely choſen for thy eternal 
friend Farewel, farewel Eliza; while I live, 
count upon me as the moſt diſintereſted and warm 


YORICK. 


My 


'of earthly friends. - 
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ur- My deareſt Eliza, N 


ake Began a Fr this morning: you ſhal 
1 ſee it, for if 1 live not till you return to Eng- 
aan, I will leave it you as a legacy : *tis a ſor- 
Pi» WF rowful page, but I will write chearful ones; and 
; could I write letters to thee, they ſhould be chear- 
its ful ones too, but few (I fear) will reach thee—— 
however, depend upon receiving ſomething of the 
ty MW kindly every poſt, till thou waveſt thy hand, and 
0- WF bideſt me write no more 
0 Tell me how you are, and what fort of forti- 
!- W tude heaven inſpires thee with: how are your ac- 
commodations, my dear? s all right ?——Scrib- 
ble away any thing, and every thing to me. 
Depend upon ſeeing me at Deal with the James's 
ſhould you be detained there by contrary winds.— 
Indeed, Eliza, I ſhould with pleaſure fly to you, 
could I be the means of rendering you any ſer- 
vices, or doing you any kindneſs 
&« Gracious and merciful God, conſider the an- 
guiſh of a poor girl ſtrengthen and preferve 
er, in all the ſhocks her frame muſt be expoſed 
to; ſhe is now without protector but thee : fave 
her from all the accidents of a dangerous element, 
and give her comfort at the laſt, —”? 
My prayer, Eliza, I hope is heard, for the 
ſky ſeems to ſmile upon me as I look up to it— 
I am juſt returned from our dear Mrs. F 
where | have been talking of thee theſe three 
hours—ſhe has got your pidure, and likes it j— 
Mariot and ſome other judges agree, that mine is 
the better, and expreſſive of a ſweet character; 
but what is that to the original Vet I ac- 
knowledge her's a picture for the world, and mine 


2 only 
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ſelf admired as a handſome one 
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only calculated to pleaſe a very ſincere friend, 01 
ſentimental philoſopher .—— 

In the oue you are dreffed in ſmiles, and wit 
al the advantages of filks, pearls, and ermine; 
in the other, ſimple as a veſlal, appeiring the 
good. girl nature made you; which to me con- 
veys an idea of more unaffected ſweetneſs than 
Mrs. D—p—-r habited for conqueſt in a birth-day 
ſuit, with her countenance animated, and % dim- 
&« ples viſible“ꝰ 

If I remember right, Eliza, ycu endeavoured 
to collect every charm of your perſon into your 
face, with more than common care, the day you 
fat for Mrs. James's ; your colour too brighter. 
ed, and your eyes ſhone with mote than their u- 
ſual brillancy——-—— 

I then requeſtcd you to come ſimple and um- 
dorned when you fat ſ me, knowing (as I ſce 
with unprejudiced eycs) that you could receive 
no addition from the ſilk-woriu's aid, or jewel 
Jer's poliſh—— 

Leet me now tell you a truth, which I believe 
J uttered before—when I. firſt ſaw you, I beheld 
you as an objet of compaſſion, and a very plain 
woman 

The mode of your drefs (the faſhionable) dif- 
figured you but nothing now could render 
you ſuch, but the being ſolicitous to make your- 


Yau are not handſome, Eliza—nor is your's a 


face that will pleaſe the tenth part of your be- 


holders-- 


But you are e ſomething mote; for 1 ſcruple not 


to tell you, I never ſaw ſo intelligent, ſo anima- 


ted, ſo good a countenance; nor ever was there, 
nor will there be, that man of ſenſe, Os 
an 
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and feeling, in your company three hours, that 
was not or will nut be your admirer and friend in 
conſequence of It: that is, if you aſſume or a{- 
ſumed no charagct forciyn to your own, but 
appeared the artlcſs being nature deſigned you 
tor—a ſomething in your voice and eyes, you 
poſſeſs in a degree more perſnaſive than any wo- 
man I cver ſaw, read, cr heard of :—but it is 
that bewitching fort of nameleſs excellence, that 
men of nice ſenſibility alone can be touched 
With ——- 

Was your huſband in England, T would freely 
give him five hundred pourds (it money could 
purchaſe the 2cquiſition) to let you only ſit by 
me two hours in the day, while I wrote my Sen- 
timental Journey——1 am fure the work would 
ſell fo much the better for it, that I ſhould be 
reimburſed the ſum more than ſeven times 
told 
I would not give nine-pence for the picture of 
vou that the — bave get executed; it is the 
relemblance of a concerted made-up coquette 
your eyes, and the ſhape of your face (the latter, 
the moſt perfe oval I ever ſaw) wh ch are per- 
fefticns that muſt ſtrike the moſt indifferent 
judge, becauſe they are equa! to any of God's 
works, in a ſimilar way, and finer than ary I be- 
held in all my travels, are manifeſtly inſpired by 
the affected leer of the one, and ſtrange appear- 
ance of the other, owing to the attitude of the 
head; which is a precf of the artiſt's or your 
ſriend's falſe taſte. | 

T**Fs verify the character I once gave, 


of teazirg and ſticking like pitch or bird- 


ime—— : 
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—Sent a card that they would wait on Mrz. 
* on Friday.—— 

She ſent back ſhe was engaged — 

Then, to meet at Ranelagh to-night ; ſhe 
anſwered, ſhe did not go— 

She ſays, if ſhe allows the leaſt footing, ſhe 
never ſhall get rid of the acquaintance, which ſhe 
is reſolved to drop at once. 

She knows them; ſhe knows they are not her 
friends or your's, and the firſt uſe they would 
make of being with her, would be to ſacrifice you 
to her (if they could) a ſecond time.— 

Let her not, then, let her not, my dear, be a 
2 friend to thee than thou art to thyſelf: 

e begs I will reiterate my requeſt to you, that 
you will not write to them ——*twill give her, 
ard thy Bramin too, inexpreſſible pain ge 
aſſured, all this is not without reaſon on her ſide; 
I have my reaſons too, the firſt of which is, that 
J ſhould grieve to exceſs if Eliza wanted that for- 
titude her Yorick has built ſo high upon. —— 

T ſaid, I would never more mention the name 
to thee ; and had I not received it as a kind charge 
from a dear woman that loves you, I ſhould not 
have broke my word—— 

I will write again to-morrow to thee, thou 
beſt, and moſt endearing of girls: a peaceful 
night to thee ; my ſpirit will be with thee through 
every watch of it.— Adieu. 
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My dear Eliza, 


H! 1 grieve for your cabin; and freſh 
O painting will be enough to deſtroy every 
nerve about thee, — nothing ſo pernicious as white 
lead Take care of yourſelf, dear girl, and 
fleep not in it too ſoon, *twill be enough to give 
you a ſtroke of an epilepſy 

I hope you will have left the ſhip, and that 
my letters may meet and greet you, as you get 
out of your poſt-chaiſe at Deal When you have 
got them all, put them, my dear, into ſome or- 
der the firſt eight or nine are numbered, but 
{ wrote the reſt without that direction to- thee 
but thou wilt find them out by the day or hour, 
which, I hope, 1 have generally prefixed to 
them: when they are got. together in chronolo- 

ical order, few them together under a cover 
] truſt, they will be a perpetual refuge to thee 
from time to time, and that thou wilt (when 
weary of fools and unintereſting diſcourſe) retire, 
and converſe an hour with them and me 

I have not had power, or the heart to aim at 
enlivening one of them with a ſingle ſtroke of 
wit or humour; but they contain ſomething bet- 
ter, and what you will feel more [ſuited to your 
ſituation a long detail of much advice, truth 
and knowledge.— | 

I hope too, you will perceive looſe touches of 
an honeſt heart in every one of them, which 
ipeak more than the moſt ſtudied periods, and 
will give thee more ground of truſt and reliance 
upon Yorick than all that laboured eloquence 
could ſupply——Le&an then thy whole weight, 

za, upon them, and upon me. 


14 May 
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% May poverty, diſtreſs, anguiſh and ſhame 
% be my portion, if ever I give thee reaſon to 
9 repent the knowledge of me.” 

With this aſſeveration, made in the preſence 
of a juſt God, I pray to him that ſo it may ſpeed 
with me, as I deal candidly and honourably with 
thee—— 

I would not miſlead thee, Eliza; I would not 
injure thee in the opinion of a ſingle individual, 
for the richeſt crown the proudeſt monarch 
wears— 

Remember, that while I have life and power, 
whatever is mine, you may ſtyle, and think 
d though ſorry ſhould J be, if ever my 
riendſhip was put to the teſt thus, for your own 
delicacy's ſake—— 
Money and counters are of equal uſe in my 
opinion; gre”! both ſerve to ſet up with=—l 
Hope you will anfwer in this letter; but if thou 
art debarred by the elements which hury thee 
away, I will write one for thee; and knowing it 
is ſuch a one as thou wouldſt have written, I will 
regard it as my Eliza's 
onour and happireſs, and health and com- 
forts of every kind fail along with thee, thou molt 
worthy of girls! 15 | 

I will live for thee and my Lydia, be rich for 
the dear children of my heart, gain wiſdom, gain 
fame and happineſs, to ſhare them with thee and 
her in my old age. —— 

Once for all, adieu; preſerve thy life ſteadily, 
purſue the ends we propoſed, and let nothing rob 
thee or thoſe powers heaven has given thee for 
thy well being 


What can I add more in the agitation of mind 
Jam in, and within five minutes of the.!aſt poſt- 
| ry man's 
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man's bell, but recommend thee to Heaven, and 
recommend myſelf to heaven with tlice, in the 
ſame fervent ejaculation : 

% 'T hat we may be happy and mect again—if 
“ not in this world in the next.” 

Adieu; | am thine affectionately, Eliza, and 
everlaſtingly. VL; 
YORICK, 


My dear Eliza, 
Think you could att no otherwiſe than you 
did with your young ſoldier; there was ro 
ſhutting the door againſt him, either in politeneſs 
or humanity—— 

Thou telleſt me he ſeems ſuſceptible of tender 
impreſſions, and that before Miſs -L——t: has 
ſailed a fortnight he will be in love with het 

Now I think it a thouſand times more likely, 
that he attaches himſelf to thee, Eliza, becauſe 
thou art a thouſand times more amiable———. 

Five months with Eliza, ard in the. ſame 
room, and an amorous ſon of Mars, „It ;no can 
de Maſſer.” 

The iun if he could avoid it, mals not- fhind 
upon a durghill ; but his rays are ſo pure, Eliza, 
and celeſtial, I never heard they were palluted by 
it—Juſt ſuch will thine be my deareit child, in 
this and every ſuch ſituation as you will be ex- 
poſed to, till thou art fixed ſor liſe.— 

But, thy diſcretion, thy wiſdom, thy honour, 
the ſpirit of thy Yorick, and thy own ſpirit, 
which is equal to it, will be thy abtell counſel- 
lors | 5 

Surely by this time, e is doing to- 
| 5 wards 
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wards thy accommodation—but why may net 
clean waſhing and rubbing do, inſtead of paintin 
your cabin as 1t is to be 13 is fo perni- 
cious both to your nerves and lungs, and will 
keep you ſo much longer too out of poſſeſſion of 
your apartments, where I hope you will paſs 
ſome of your happieſt hours.— 

I fear the beft of your ſhipmates are only gen- 
teel by compariſon with the contraſted crew with 
which thou muſt behold them ;—ſo was you 
know who, from the ſame fallacy that was put 


upon the judgment, when—bat I will not mor- 


tify you—if they are decent and diſtant, it is 
enough, and as much as is to be expected; if 
any of them are more, I rejoice 

Thou wilt want every aid, and *tis thy due to 
have them— 

Be cautious only, my dear, of intimacies ;— 
good hearts are open, and fall naturally into them 
— Heaven inſpire thine with fortitude, in this 
ard every other deadly trial! 

Beſt of God's works] farewel—lore me I be- 
ſeech thee, and remember for ever, I am, my 
Fliza, and ever will be, in the moſt comprehen- 
fave ſenſe, 


Thy friend, 


YORICK. 


P. S. Probably you will have an opportunity 
of writing to me by ſome Dutch or French ſhip, 
or from the Cape de Verd Iſlands— t will reach 
me fome how - 


I wiſh 
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Wiſh to God, Eliza, it was poſſible to poſt- 
pone the voyage to India for another year; 
for I am firmly perſuaded within my own heart, 


that thy huſband could never limit thee with re-- 


gard to time— 
I fear that Mr. B—, has exaggerated matters 
I like not his countenance ; it is abſolutely kill- 
ing ;—ſhould evil befail thee, what will he have 
not to anſwer for: I know not the being that will 
be deſerving of ſo much pity, or that I ſhall hate 
more; he will be an outcaſt alien; in which 
caſe-I will be a father to thy children, my good 
girl; therefore take no thought about them 
But, Eliza, if thou art ſo very ill, ſtill put off 
all thoughts of returning to India this year— 
write to your huſband—tell him the truth of your 
caſe—lf he is the generous humane man you de- 


ſcribe him to be, he cannot but applaud your 


conduct. I am creditably informed, that his re- 
pugnance to your living in England ariſes only 
from the dread which has entered his brain, that 
thou mayeſt run him into debt, beyond thy 


appointments, and that he muſt diſcharge. 


them 

That ſuch a creature ſhould be ſacrificed for 
the paultry conſideration. of a few hundreds, is 
too, too hatd! | COT 

Oh! my child, that I could with propriety in- 
demnify him for every charge, even to the laſt 
mite that thau haſt been of to him! with joy 
would I give him my whole ſubſiſtence! nay, ſe- 
queſter my livings, and truſt to the treaſures 
Heaven has furniſhed my head with, for a fu- 
ture ſubſiſtence 


Lou 
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You owe much, I allow, to your huſband; 
you owe ſomething to appearances and the o- 
pinions of the world ; but truſt me, my dear, 
you owe much to yourſelf ; return therefore 
from Deal if you continue ill: I will pre- 


ſcribe for you gratis-----you are not the firſt 


woman by many, I have done ſo for with 
ſuccel; IT | | ' T | 

I will ſend for my wife and, daughter, and 
they ſhall carry you, in puriuit of health to 
Montpelier, the wells of Bancois, the Spa, or 
whither thou wilt; thou ſhalt direct them, and 
make parties of pleaſure in what corner. of the 
world fancy points out to you—— Te” 

We ſhall fiſh, upon the banks of Arno, 
and Joſe ourſelyes in the ſweet labyrinth of its 
vallies; and then thou ſhouldeſt warble to us, 
as I have once or twice heard thee, — © Pm 


Joſt, Pm loſt;“ but we, would find {hee again, 


my Eliza | | 2 

Of a ſimilar nature to this, was your, phy- 
fician's preſcription: ** Uſe gemle exerciſe, the 
pure ſouthern air of France or, milder . Naples, 
with the ſociety of friendly gentle beings.”  - - 

Senſible man |! he certainly entered. into your 
feelings; he knew the fallacy of medicine to a 
creature whoſe illneſs has ariſen from the at- 
fition of her mind. Time only, my dear, 
I fear you muſt truſt; to, and have.,your yre- 
lance on; may it give you the health ſo en- 
thuſiaſtic a votary to the charming goddeſs 
deſerves— _ 1 


I honour you, Eliza, for keeping ſecret ſome 


things, which if explained, had. been a panegy- 
ric on yourſelt-— ; 30 
| There 
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There is a dignity in venerable affliction 
which will not ths 1 it to appeal to the world 
for pity or redre(s.------Well have you u 
ported that charadter, my amiable philoſophic 
friend! and indeed, I begin to think you have 
as many virtues as my uncle Toby's widow--- _ 

do not mean to infinuate, huſſey, that my 
opinion is no better founded than his was of 
Mrs. Wadman's; nor do I believe it poſſible for 
any Trim to convince me it is equally tallacious 
I am ſure while I have my reaſon it is not. 

Talking of widows----pray, Eliza, if ever 
you are ſuch, do not think of giving yourſelf 
to ſome wealthy Nabob, becauſe I deſign to 
marry you my ſelf---- 

My wife cannot live Jong—ſhe has ſold. all 
the provinces in France already ; and I know 
not the woman I ſhould like io well for her ſub- 
ſtitute as yourſelf---- 

Tis true, I am ninety-five in conſtitution, 
and you but twenty-five ; rather too great a, diſ- 
157 this ! but wh I want in youth I will make 
up in wit and good humour, 

Not Swift fo loved his Stella, Scarron his Main- 
tenon, or Waller his Sachariſſa, as I will love and 
ſing thee, my wife elet—all thoſe names, eminent 
as they were, ſhall give place to thine, Eliza, 

Tell me in anſwer to this, that you approve 
and honour the propoſal ; and that you would 
(like the SpeQator's miſtreſs) have more jo 
in putting on an old man's flipper, than in 7 
ſociating with the ga), the voluptuous and the 
young— 

E Adieu, my Simplicia. 

Tour, 
8 | TRISTRAM, 
Fan. My 
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My dear Eliza, 

HAVE been within the verge of the gates 

of death: I was ill the laſt time I wrote to 
you,. and apprehenſive of what would be the 
conſequence My fears were but too well 
founded ; for in ten minutes aſter I dipatched 
my letter, this poor fine ſpun fiame of Yorick's 
gave way, and er a veſſel in my breaſt and 
could not ſtop the loſs of blood till four this 
morning—1 Le filled all thy India handker- 
chiefs with it: it came I think from the heart 
—— - fell aſleep, through weakneſs, at ſix, and 
awoke with the boſom of my ſhirt ſteeped iu 
1eatls— 

dreamed ] was ſitting under the canopy of 
Indolence, and that thou cameſt into the room 
with a ſhaul in thy hand, and told me; “ My 
„ ſpirit had flown to thee to the Downs with 
« tidings of my fate, and that you was come 
« to adminiſter what conſolation filial affection 
% could beſtow, and to receive my parting 
ve breath and bleſſing.” —With that, you folded 
the ſhaul about. my waiſt, and kneeling, ſup- 
plicated my attention $5 


TI awoke ; but in what a frame, Oh, my God! 


— But thou wilt remember my tears, and put 
them all into thy bottle-----Dear girl, I ee 
thee ; thou art for ever preſent to my fancy, 
embracing my feeble kaees, . and raiſing thy fine 
eyes to bid me be of comfort 

And when I talk to Lydia, the words ef 
Eſau as uttered by thee, perpetually ring in 
my ears. 


« Bleſs me even alſo, my father”--- 
| Bleſſing 
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Bleſſing attend thee, thou child of my heart 
—My bleeding is quite ſtopped, and I feel 


the principle of life ſtrong within me-----fo- 


be not alarmed, Eliza, I know I ſhall do 
well---- 

I have eat my breakfaſt with hunger; and I 
write to thee with pleaſure ariſing from that 
prophetic impreſſion in my imagination— 


4 That all will terminate to our hearts con- 
tent - -Comfort thyſelf eternally with this 


perſuaſion, ** That the beſt of beings” (as thou 
ſweetly haſt expreſſed it) “ could not by a 
« combination of accidents, produce ſuch a 
« chain of events, merely to be the ſource of 


* miſery to the leading perſon engaged. in 
„ them.“ 

The obſervation was very applicable, very 
good, and very elegantly expieſſed: I wiſh 
my memory did juſtice to the wording of it 


Who taught you the art of writing ſo ſweetly, 


* Fliza? You abſolutely have exalted it to a 
ſcience— When I am in want of ready caſh, 
* and ill health will permit my genius to exert 
: itſelf, I ſhall print your letters as Finiſh'd Eſſays, 
by an Unfertunate Indian Lady /—— The ſtyle is 
new, and would almoſt be a ſufficient recom- 
| mendation for their ſelling well, without merit; 
but their ſenſe, natural eaſe and ſpirit, is not to 
be equalled, I believe, in this ſection of the 


globe; nor, I'll anſwer for it, by any of your 
country women in your's 
I have ſhowed your letter to Mrs. B 


and to half the literati in town: you ſhall not be 


angry with me for it, becauſe I meant to do you 
honour by it,— 


” 7 
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' You cannot imagine how many admirers your 
epiſtolary produQtions have gained you, that ne- 
ver viewed your external merit I only wonder 
where thou couldeſt acquire thy graces, thy 
goodneſs, thy accompliſhments! ſo connected 
Nature has ſurely ſtudied to make thee her 
peculiar care; fcr thou at (and not in my 
eyes alone) the beſt and faireſt of all her 
works=- 
And ſo, this is the laſt letter thou art to re- 
ceive from me, becauſe the Eail of Chatham 
{I read in the papers) is got to the Downs, and 
the wind (I find) is fair—if fo, bleſſed woman, 
take my laſt, laſt farewell! -Cheriſh the remem- 
brance of me; think how I eſteem, nay, how 
affectionately I love thee, and what price I ſet 
upon thee.—Adieu, adieu, and with my adieu, 
let me give thee one ſtreight rule of conduct, 
that thou haſt heard from my lips in a thou- 
ſand forms, but I concenter it in one word: 


O's en Reverence Thyſelf..” 


Adieu once more; Eliza 3 may no anguiſh of 
heart plant a wrinkle upon thy face till I behold it 
again; may no doubt or miſgivings diſturbs the 
ſerenity of thy mind, or awaken a painful thought 
about thy children, for they are e. and 
Tocick | is thy fi iend for ever. | 


1 
We adieu,, adieu 
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P. S. Remember, that “ Hope ſhortens all 


journies by ſweetening them ;” ſo ſing my 
little ſtarza on the ſubje &, with the devotion 
of an hymn every morning thou ariſeſt, and 
thou wilt cat thy breakfaſt with more comfort 
tor it Bleſſings reſt, and Hygeia go with 
thee. Mayeſt thou ſoon return in peace and 
affluence to illumine my night: I am, and 
ſhall be the laſt to deplore thy loſs, and 
will be the firſt to congratulate and hail thy 
return. 


Fare thee well 


A LETTER 
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FROM 


The Rev. Mr. STERN E, 


TO 


TV UTUENT UK 


HE firſt time I have dipped my pen in the 
ink-horn for this week paſt 1s to write to 

you, and thank you moſt ſincerely for your kind 
epiſtle. Will this be a ſufficient apology for my 
letting it be ten days upon my table without an- 
ſwering it? I truſt it will; I am ſure my own 
feelings tell me ſo; becauſe I felt it impoſſible for 
me to do any thing that is ungracious towards 
you. It is not every hour, or day, or week of a 
man's life, that is a fit ſeaſon for the duties of 
Friendſhip. Sentiment is not always at hand ; 
Pride and folly, and what is called buſineſs, of- 
tentimes keep it at a diſtance ; and, without ſen- 
timent, what is friendſhip ?-—a name! a ſha» 
dow! but to prevent a miſapplication of all 
this (though why ſhould I fear it from ſo kind and 
gentle a ſpirit as yours ?) you muſt know, that by 
the careleſſneſs of my curate, or his wife, or his 
maid, or ſome one within his gates, the parſon- 
age houſe at was about a fortnight ago burnt 
to the ground, with the furniture which belonged 
to me, and a pretty good collection of books. 
The loſs about three hundred and fifty pounds. 
| The 
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'The poor man, with his wife, took the wings of 
the next morring and fled away. This has given 
me real vexation ; for ſo much was my pity and 
eſteem for him, that, as ſoon as I heard of this 
diſtaſter, I {ent to defire he would come and take 
up his abode with me till another habitation was 
ready to receive him; but he was gone, and as! 
am told, through fear of my proſecution ! Hea- 
vens| how little did he know me, to ſupppoſe | 
was among the number of thoſe wretches that 
heap misfortune upon misfortune! and when the 
load is almoſt inſupportable, ſtill add to the 
weight. God, who reads my heart, knows it to 
be true, that I wiſh rather to ſhare than encreaſe 
the burden of the miſerable; to dry up, inſtead of 
adding a ſiagle drop to the ſtream of ſorrow. As 
for the Cinty traſh of this world, I regard it not! 
the lois of it does not coſt mea ſigh; for, after 
all, I may ſay with the Spaniſh captain, that! 
am as gocd a gentleman as the king, only not 
quite ſo rich ----- But to the point. 

Shall I expe& you here this ſummer? I much 
wiſh that you may make it convenient to gratify 
me in a viſit for a few weeks? I will give you a 
roaſt fowl for your duiner, and a clean table-cloth 
every day, and tell you a ſtory by way of deſert. 
In the heat of the day we wall fit in the ſhade, 
and, in the evering, the faireſt of all the milk- 
maids, who paſs by my gate, ſhall weave a gar- 
land for you. If 1 ſhould not be ſo fortunate to 
lee you here, do contrive to meet me here the be- 
ginning of October. I ſhall ſtay here about a 
tortnight, and then ſeek a kindlier climate. This 
plaguy cough of mine ſeems to gain ground, and 
will bring me at laſt to my grave, in ſpite of all I 
can do; but while I have ſtrength to run w 
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from it, I will---I have been wreſtling with it for 
theſe twenty years paſt ; and what with laughter 
and good ſpirits have prevented it giving me a 
fall; but my antagoniſt preſſes cloſer than ever 
upon me, and I have nothing leſt on my fide but 
another abroad! A-propos---ate you tor a ſcheme 
of that ſort ? If not, perhaps, you will be ſo good 
as to accompany me as faras Dover, that we may 
laugh together on the beach, to put Neptune in 
a good humour before I embark. God blets you. 


Adleu, 


L. STERNE. 
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